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^TpHE extract from Leslie Stephen’s essay 
appears here by permission of Mr. John 
Murray. Grateful acknowledgements are 
due to Mr. George Saintsbury and Mr. J. M. 

Dent for their generosity in giving leave 
to reprint Mr. Saintsbury’s essay, which, 
after being out of print for many years, is 
soon to be republished in a volume of his 
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Btmchmoi implored Borrow never to mention again), 
card-sharpers and prise-fighters, apple-women, grooms and 
disguised Jesuits : which did not come to a proper end but 
just stopped ? Besides, though originally announced as an 
Autobiography this part of the title had been dropped, 
and the bewildered public could not make out—nor did 
the critics help in solving the problem—how much of 
Lavengro was fact, and how much fiction. ‘ This book reads 
like a mere novel * said the Athenaeum and stigmatized some 
of the scenes as * those of a fourth-rate novel * ; a verdict 
accepted by the great majority of readers, who thence¬ 
forward forgot Borrow almost entirely ; even The Bible in 
Spain seems to have suffered from the failure of Lavengro, 

as only one edition of it (1,000 copies in 1861) was printed 
between 1851 and 1870. 

Borrow was enraged, and Murray disappointed by the 
reception of Lavengro. At last, after a delay of more than 
six years, due mainly to Murray's natural hesitation. 
Borrow, in April 1857, flung at the heads of the public the 
Romany Rye, equally queer by mid-Victorian standards, 
and weighted with a lengthy splenetic appendix in which 
all his violent prejudices were aired in unrestrained lan¬ 
guage. The public was not interested ; less than 2,000 
copies were sold in fifteen years ; nor did the publication 

in 1862 of Wild Wales do anything to revive the old 
enthusiasm. 

Between 1862 and his death in 1881 Borrow published 
only one other substantial book (Romano Lavo-Lil in 1874) 

of which the critics took little notice, and that unfavourable! 
•na toe public almost none. 

»i»^S aimost for « otten - and *H*tg 

u*e next t wenty years his fame grew very slowly, in spite of 

v Vr enthusiasts - At the tide turned; 
K—pps Lift (1899) revived an interest in the man; 

muiMiuiH *^**P editions of the four great books, with 
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introductions by eminent hands, appeared at about the 
same time and were widely sold ; new Lives and apprecia¬ 
tions followed in rapid succession, and now Borrow holds 
an undisputed and permanent place among the greater 
writers of the Victorian era. 

His obvious faults and prejudices annoyed his contem¬ 
poraries ; he hated or ignored most of the things in which 
they gloried; he extolled what they despised. He never 
conciliated ; if he disliked anything or anybody, he said so, 
vigorously and often. These traits no longer irritate his 
modern readers, who can regard the man and his books 
with the detachment arising from some half century’s 
distance, and who perhaps do not share the confidence of 
his contemporaries in the inevitable march of progress 
that was to sweep away all the low characters and callings 
in which Borrow delighted. We can put up easily enough 
with wild philological guesses, with abuse of Scott and 
Wordsworth, attacks on publishers, Radicals and the Pope 
(though the Man in Black is somewhat of a bore). In 
return we get an impression of inexhaustible vitality, of 
unfailing gusto. What Borrow saw, he saw vividly, and 
can communicate vividly to the reader. He did not see 
deeply into character; his violent prejudices prevented 
him from seeing some things at all, and distorted others 
grotesquely. If we are sometimes aware—as he never 
seems to have been aware—that he is behaving foolishly, 
it is only his behaviour to Isopel Berners that we feel is 
unpardonable. We might not have found him an easy 
person to live with—few of his contemporaries did—but in 
his books he is the best of companions. Fearless, conceited, 
mysterious, bigoted, full of strange knowledge and strange 
ignorance, f the swashbuckler of literature he strides along 
in his books as he strode in life, alive in every fibre, and 
carrying his readers with him wherever he likes to take 

them. 
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Whether the scene be prison or prize-fight, London 
Bridge or Mumper’s Dingle, Borrow usually gets his effects 
hi the same way, by the piling of detail on detail. The 
external features of the scene or situation, with its human 
or equine actors, are shown to us in a leisurely manner, with 
the aid of sly strokes of humour—in which his dialogue is 
especially rich—and with not infrequent flashes of poetical 
feeling. (All his poetry is in his prose ; his translations and 
original ballads are little better than doggerel.) It is 
therefore difficult to select from Borrow ; even sparing 
cuts spoil the cumulative effect of the whole description ; 
and purple passages, easily detachable from their context, 
are few. Moreover, for each extract chosen half a dozen 
almost equally vivid have to be rejected. However, 
enough perhaps remains to prove that, even if gipsies and 
prize-fighters, publishers and card-sharpers, are destined 
to be improved off the earth, their historian is not likely 
to suffer neglect and oblivion a second time. 





CHRONOLOGICAL TABLE 


1803. 5 July. George Henry Borrow, second son of Captain Thomas 

and Ann Borrow, bora at Dumpling Green, East Dereham. 

1803-16. The Borrows are stationed at various places, including 

Colc h ester, Winchelsea, East Dereham, Norman Cross, 
Edinburgh (where Borrow goes to the High School), 
Norwich, Clonmel, and Templemore in Ireland. 

1816. Captain Borrow settles at Norwich. 

1819. Borrow enters the office of Simpson & Rackham, solicitors, 

of Norwich. 


1820. He becomes acquainted with William Taylor. 

1824. Death of Captain Borrow (28 February). 

1824. Borrow's articles with Simpson & Rackham expire (30 March). 

1825. He goes to London, and interviews Sir Richard Philips, the 

publisher. 

Celebrated Trials and Remarkable Cases of Criminal Juris¬ 
prudence, from the earliest records to the year 1825. 
6 vols., London. 

Faust ns. His Life, Death, and Descent into Hell. Translated 
from the German. London. 


Wanderings in England. 

1825-32. He probably travelled in Europe. 

1826. Romantic Ballads translated from the Danish, &c. Norwich 
**»» ™ introduction to the British sod Foreign 

1833. He starts for St. Petersburg (July). 

** 33 “ 3 * Residence in Russia. 


1833. Tar gum, or Metrical Translations from Thirty Languages and 

Dialects. St. Petersburg. 

** 33 - 4 °* Borrow travels in Portugal and Spain, returning to England 

for a few weeks in 1836 and 1838. 

1 * 40 - 33 - At Onlton. 

,S 4 ° M«nrta|t to Mrs. Clarke (23 April). 

I* 4 * Tk * * or. An Account of the Gipsies in Spain. London. 

a vela. 


1841. 

** 43 - 


He becomes acquainted with Richard Ford. 

Tie BHIe in Spain : or. Journeys, Adventures, and Imprison- 

SSH r £**“*"r Aa ™t* <0 Hu 

Soripimmt in the Pemnsula. fondon. 3 volt. 
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CHRONOLOGICAL TABLE 


1844. Journey to the East. 

1851. Lavengro : The Scholar, the Gipsy, the Priest. London, 3 vols. 
1853-60. At Great Yarmouth. 

1854. Tours in Cornwall and in Wales. 

1855. Visit to the Isle of Man. 

1857. Second Tour in Wales. 

1857. The Romany Rye : a Sequel to Lavengro. London, 2 vols. 

1858. Death of Borrow’s mother at Oulton. 

1858. Visits the Highlands of Scotland. 

1859. Visits Ireland. 

1860. The Sleeping Bard : or, Visions of the World, Death, and Hell 

by Elis Wyn. Translated from the Cambrian British. 
London. 

1860-74. In London, at 22 Hereford Square, Brompton. 

1862. Wild Wales : its People, Language, and Scenery. London, 

3 vols. 

1869. Death of his wife. 

1874-81. At Oulton. 

1874. Romano Lavo-Lil : Word Book of the Romany, or English 

Gipsy Language, &c. London. 

1881. Died, 26 July, at Oulton Cottage. 

1881. Buried at West Brompton Cemetery, 4 August. 

1884. The Turkish fester, or the Pleasantries of Cogia Nasr Eddin 

Eendiff. Translated from the Turkish. Ipswich. 



RICHARD FORD ON 
THE BIBLE IN SPAIN 


Such is the mere feuillc dc route of our author—the out¬ 
line of his pilgrimage. We have not attempted to name the 
bouses of entertainment on the road, or the persons that 
dwell therein ; they range from the gipsy to the consul ; 
and although ‘ the descriptions of scenery and sketches of 
character have been supplied from memory they are 
fresh and entire. It is the identity of the camera lucida ; 
the country is drawn with the daylight of a sketch made 
out of doors, and on the spot ; the figures in the foreground, 
as if they had sat for their portraits. Mr. Borrow’s memory io 
must be prodigious ; doubtless his facility of acquiring 
language is connected with this natural faculty. A constant 
reference to a serious soul-absorbing end, concentrated 
attention , long and solitary rides in lonely Spain, throw 
a man on himself, and engender a reflective communing 
habit; facts and things are fixed, and associated with each 
other , the slight and single threads by which each particu¬ 
lar is tied, are drawn up one after another, until, thickening 
into a rope, they raise a whole existence from the deep wells 
of memory ; a trifle of no apparent importance furnishes the 20 
key wherewith is unlocked a cabinet of things rare and 
•fringe, which are docketed and put away; the match is 
ippUed to a train of dormant recollections, which light up 
into bright joys, or may be into the wormwood of bitter- 
MM ,* a nide touch shakes down from the cypress branch 

w rain-drops long suspended, which start into a shower 

Of tears. 

Bow much has Mr. Borrow yet to remember, yet to tell! 

1 * Um not delay. His has been a life, one day of which is 
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more crowded than is the fourscore-year vegetation of 
a squire or alderman. Hitherto not even the rapid succes* 
sion of events which usually obliterate each other, has 
dimmed the vivid recollections of our author ; every thing 
seems sealed on a memory, wax to receive and marble to 
retain. He is not subjective. He has the new fault of not 
talking about self. We vainly wish to know what sort of 
a person must be the pilgrim in whose wanderings we have 
been interested : That he has left to other pens. He was 
io crossed in his execution of it by Colonel Napier, who has 
thus taken his portrait at full length, in his pleasing Letters 
from the shores of the Mediterranean. The scene is the inn 

at Seville: 

1839. Saturday 4th ,—Out early, sketching at the Alcazar. 
After breakfast it set in a day of rain, and I was reduced to 
wander about the galleries overlooking the ‘ patio ’. 
Nothing so dreary and out of character as a rainy day in 
Spain. Whilst occupied in moralizing over the dripping 
water-spouts, I observed a tall, gentlemanly-looking man, 
20 dressed in a semara, leaning over the balustrades, and 
apparently engaged in a similar manner with myself. 
Community of thoughts and occupation generally tends to 
bring people together. From the stranger’s complexion, 
which was fair, but with brilliant black eyes, I concluded 
he was not a Spaniard ; in short, there was something so 
remarkable in his appearance that it was difficult to say 
to what nation he might belong. He was tall, with a com¬ 
manding appearance ; yet, though apparently in the flower 
of manhood, his hair was so deeply tinged with the winter 
30 of either age or sorrow as to be nearly snow-white. Under 
these circumstances, I was rather puzzled as to what 
language I should address him in. At last, putting a bold 
face on the matter, I approached him with a * Bonjour, 
monsieur, quel triste temps ! ’ 

' Yes, sir,’ replied he in the purest Parisian accent; * mid 
it is very unusual weather here at this time of the year.’ 

* Does “ monsieur ” intend to be any time at Seville ? 
asked I. He replied in the affirmative. We were soon on 
a friendly footing, and from his varied information I was 
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both amused and instructed. Still I became more than 
ever in the dark as to his nationality ; I found he could 
Speak English as fluently as French. I tried him on the 
Italian track ; again he was perfectly at home. He had 
Greek servant, to whom he gave his orders irL*Romaic. 
He conversed in good Castilian with ‘ mine host ’; ex¬ 
changed a German salutation with an Austrian Baron, at 
the time an inmate of the fonda ; and on mentioning to 
him my morning visit to Triano, which led to some remarks 
on the gipsies, and the probable place from whence they w 
derived their origin, he expressed his belief that it was from 
Moultan, and said that, even to this day, they retained 
many Moultanee and Hindoostanee expressions, such as 
r paftee ' (water), ‘ buree panee ’ (the sea), &c. He was 
rather startled when I replied ' in Hindce but was 
delighted on finding I was an Indian, and entered freely, 
and with depth and acuteness, on the affairs of the East,’ 
most of which part of the world he had visited. 

In such varied discourse did the hours pass so swiftly 
away that we were not a little surprised when Pepe, the 20 
mozo (and I verily believe all Spanish w r aiters are called 
B£pc), announced the hour of dinner \ after which we took 
a long walk together on the banks of the river. But, on our 
return, I was as much as ever in ignorance as to who might 
be my new* and pleasant acquaintance. 

n ^n* 00 ^ t ^, c " rst opportunity of questioning Antonio 
.“lie on the subject, and his answer only tended to 
increase my curiosity. He said that nobody knew what 
nation the mysterious Unknown ’ belonged to, nor what 
were his motives for travelling. In his passport he went 30 
jy the name of , and as a British subject; but in 
consequence of a suspicion being entertained that he was 

S*r“ sp y' *1°, P° l c u . ke Pt a shar P look-out over him. 

wd * was iLiedlhat nn t, agrCeab ‘ e companion ; 
v«t tog e ,herX^^ ofTtal.ca S ^ We Sh ° uld 

After breakfast, the ‘ Unknown ’ and mvself 
h< r^’ Pr °^ eded on our expedition to the 

° {Tr ^°- mentioned, we went 40 

to San Lucar ■ P^mthat I had traversed in going 

, out keeping a little more to the right, a short 
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ride brought us in sight of the Convent of San Isidrio, sur¬ 
rounded by tall cypress and waving date-trees. This once 
richly-endowed religious establishment is, together with 
the small neighbouring village of Santi Pond, I believe, the 
property of the Duke of Medina Coeli, at whose expense 
the excavations are now carried on at the latter place, 
which is the ancient site of the Roman Italica. . . . 

We sat down on a fragment of the walls, and sadly re¬ 
calling the splendour of those times of yore, contrasted with 
io the desolation around us, the ‘ Unknown ’ began to feel the 
vein of poetry creeping through his inward soul, and gave 
vent to it by reciting, with great emphasis and effect, and to 
the astonishment of the wondering peasant, who must have 
thought him ‘ loco ', the following well-known and beautiful 

lines : 

4 Cypress and ivy, weed and wallflower, grown, 

Matted and massed together, hillocks heap’d 

On what were chambers, arch crush’d, column strown 
In fragments, choked up vaults, and frescoes steep’d 
20 In subterranean damps, where the owl peep’d, 

Deeming it midnight:—Temples, baths, or halls— 

Pronounce who can"; for all that Learning reap’d 
From her research hath been, that these are walls.’ 

I had been too much taken up with the scene, the verses, 
and the strange being who was repeating them with so 
much feeling, to notice the approach of one who now formed 
the fourth person of our party. This was a slight female 
figure, beautiful in the extreme, but whose tattered gar¬ 
ments, raven hair (which fell in matted elf-locks over her 
30 naked shoulders), swarthy complexion, and flashing eyes, 
proclaimed her to be of the wandering tribe of ‘ gitanos ’. 
From an intuitive sense of natural politeness she stood with 
crossed arms, and a slight smile on her dark and handsome 
countenance, until my companion had ceased, and then 
addressed us in the usual whining tone of supplication, with 
‘ Caballeritos, una limosita ! Dios se lo pagara a ustedes ! ^ 

‘ Gentlemen, a little charity ! God will repay it to you! 
The gipsy girl was so pretty, and her voice so sweet, that 
I involuntarily put my hand in my pocket. 

40 Stop ! ’ said the ‘ Unknown ’. * Do you remember what 

I told you about the Eastern origin of these people ? 
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Come here, my pretty child,’ said he, 
tell me where are the rest of 


your 


shall seel am correct 
in Moultanee, ‘ and 

tribe ? * 

The girl looked astounded, replied in the same tongue, 
but in broken language ; when, taking him by the arm, 
she said, in Spanish : * Come, Caballero ; come to one who 
will be able to answer you; ' and she led the way down 
amongst the ruins towards one of the dens formerly occupied 
by the wild beasts, and disclosed to us a set of beings 
scarcely less savage. The sombre walls of this gloomy abode 10 
were illumined by a fire, the smoke from which escaped 
through a deep fissure in the massy roof ; whilst the 
flickering flames threw a blood-red glare on the bronzed 
features of a group of children, of two men, and a decrepit 
old hag, who appeared busily engaged in some culinary 
preparations. 

On our entrance, the scowling glance of the males of the 
party, and a quick motion of the hand towards the folds of 
the faja caused in me, at least, anything but a comfort¬ 
able sensation ; but their hostile intentions, if ever enter- 20 
tained, were immediately removed by a wave of the hand 
from our conductress, who, leading my companion towards 
the sibyl, whispered something in her car. The old crone 
appeared incredulous. The * Unknown' uttered one word; 
but that word had the effect of magic ; she prostrated her- 
•eu at his feet, and in an instant, from an object of suspicion 
he became one of worship to the whole family, to whom, 
on taking leave, he made a handsome present, and departed 
with their united blessings, to the astonishment of myself, 
and what looked very like terror in our Spanish guide. 30 

Iwaa, as the phrase goes, dying with curiosity, and, as 

aOOU as we mounted nnr hnrepe *.i— 


Mae of goodness, did you pick up your acquaintance and 
tne language of these extraordinary people ? ' ‘ Some 

yeaiaago, in Moultan,’ he replied. ‘ And by what means do 

75 ? P? 88 ® 88 such apparent influence over them ? ' But the 
Unknown ' had already said more than he perhaps wished 

00 -- g v ) j ect ‘ ^ re pUed that he had more than 

?? me t0 PPS 1 **’ 2111(1 had reason to know them 
out this was said in a tone which precluded all further 

qno^WOTmypart. The subject was never again broached, 

■ho we returned m silence to thp fnnHa 
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May jth. —Pouring with rain all day, during which I was 
mostly in the society of the ‘ Unknown This is a most 
extraordinary character, and the more I see of him the more 
I am puzzled. He appears acquainted with everybody and 
everything, but apparently unknown to every one himself. 
Though his figure bespeaks youth—and by his own account 
his age does not exceed thirty—yet the snows of eighty 
winters could not have whitened his locks more completely 
than they arc. But in his dark and searching eye there is 
io an almost supernatural penetration and lustre, which, were 
I inclined to superstition, might induce me to set down its 
possessor as a second Melmoth ; and in that character he 
often appears to me during the troubled rest I sometimes 
obtain through the medium of the great soother, ‘ lau¬ 
danum 


Lord Carnarvon’s evidence vouches for the accuracy of 
Portugal and Galicia. Colonel Napier now confirms 
Andalusia. We, who know both localities, can add our 
humble testimony. The book is a true record ; and therein 
20 it is superior to Gil Bias. 

The flavour of Spanish adventure is equally rich, the 
quiet humour and knowledge of character not less 
remarkable. 


‘ This work ’, says our author, ‘ was written in a solitary 
hamlet in a remote part of England, where I had neither 
books to consult, nor friends of whose opinion or advice 
I could occasionally avail myself, and under all the dis¬ 
advantages which arise from enfeebled health. I have, 
however, on a recent occasion, experienced too much of the 
30 lenity and generosity of the public, both of Britain and 
America, to shrink from again exposing myself to its gaze; 
and trust that, if in the present volumes it find but little 
to admire, it will give me credit for good spirit, and for 
setting down nought in malice.’ 

That credit we cheerfully extend, bidding him be of 
good cheer. ‘ He that now goeth forth in his way weeping, 
and beareth good seed, shall doubtless come again with 
joy, and bring his sheaves with him.’ 



LESLIE STEPHEN ON 

BORROW 


To find a life really in harmony with a rustic environ¬ 
ment# we must not go to raw settlements where man is 
•till fighting with the outside world, but to some region 
where a reconciliation has been worked out by an experi¬ 
ence of centuries. And amidst all the restlessness of 
nodem improvers we may still find a few regi< 

quite exorcised. Here and 
there, in country lanes, and on the edge of unenclosed 
commons, wc may still meet the gipsy—th 
race adapted. to live in the interstices of 


been 


: type of i 
civilization 


having something of the indefinable grace of all 


animals 


wilderness 


-- ---- VI LUC 

To mention gipsies is to think of 


George Borrow; and I always wonder that the author 

aL - fl'Ll * r* # • * 


Bible 


Certainly, I ha\ 
charming nooks 


I would 


pve a good deal to identify that remarkable dingle in 
which he met so singular a collection of characters. Does 
it really exist, I wonder, anywhere on this island ? or did 
^ exist ? and, if so, has it become a railway -station, 
•adwhat has become of Isopel Berners and ‘ Blazing 
IkM We, th e flaming Tinman ? ’ His very name is as good 
** a p oem, and the battle in which Borrow floored the 

by that happy left-handed blow is, to my mind, 

... de ** fatful the %ht in Tom Brown , or that in 
WMch^Dobbm acted as the champion of Osborne. Borrow 

He lives in a world 



humourist ’ of the first 


of his owx>—« 


queer world with laws peculiar to itself, and 
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yet one which has ail manner of odd and unexpected points 
of contact with the prosaic world of daily experience. 
Borrow’s Bohemianism is no revolt against the established 
order. He does not invoke nature or fly to the hedges 
because society is corrupt or the world unsatisfying, or 
because he has some kind of new patent theory of life to 
work out. He cares nothing for such fancies. On the 
contrary, he is a staunch conservative, full of good old- 
fashioned prejudices. He seems to be a case of the strange 
io reappearance of an ancestral instinct under altered circum¬ 
stances. Some of his forefathers must have been gipsies 
by temperament if not by race ; and the impulses due 
to that strain have got themselves blended with the 
characteristics of the average Englishman. The result is 
a strange and yet, in a way, harmonious and original type 
which made the Bible in Spain a puzzle to the average 
reader. The name suggested a work of the edifying class. 
Here was a good respectable emissary of the Bible 
going to convert poor papists by a distribution of the 
20 Scriptures. He has returned to write a long tract setting 
forth the difficulties of his enterprise, and the stiff-necked¬ 
ness of the Spanish people. The luckless reader who took 
up the book on that understanding was destined to a 
strange disappointment. True, Borrow appeared to take 
his enterprise quite seriously, indulges in the proper reflec¬ 
tions, and gets into the regulation difficulty involving an 
appeal to the British minister. But it soon appears that 
his Protestant zeal is somehow mixed up with a passion for 
strange wanderings in the queerest of company. To him 
30 Spain is not the land of staunch Catholicism, or of Cervantes, 
or of Velasquez, and still less a country of historic or political 
interest. Its attraction is in the picturesque outcasts who 
find ample roaming-ground in its wilder regions. He 
regards them, it is true, as occasional subjects for a little 
proselytism. He tells us how he once delivered a moving 
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address to the gipsies in their own language. To this 
most promising congregation, when he had finished, he 
looked up and found himself the centre of all eyes, each 
pair contorted by a hideous squint, rivalling each other 
in frightfulness ; and the performance, which he seems 
to have thoroughly appreciated, pretty well expressed 
the gipsy view of his missionary enterprise. But they 
delighted to welcome him in his other character as one 


of them solves, and yet as dropping amongst them from 
the hostile world outside. And, certainly, no one not io 
thoroughly at home with gipsy ways, gipsy modes of 
thought, to whom it comes quite naturally to put up in a den 
of cutthroats, or to enter the field of his missionary enter¬ 
prise in company with a professional brigand travelling 
on business, could have given us so singular a glimpse 
of the most picturesque elements of a strange country. 

\ our respectable compiler of handbooks might travel for 
years in the same districts all unconscious that passing 
vagabonds wen* so fertile in romance. The freemasonry 
which exists amongst the class lying outside the pale of 20 
respectability enables Borrow to fall in with adventures 
full of mysterious fascination. He passes through forests 
at night, and his horse suddenly stops and trembles, 
whilst he hears heavy footsteps and rustling branches! 
and some heavy body is apparently dragged across the 
road by panting but invisible bearers. He enters a shadowy 
pass, and is met by a man with a face streaming with 
blood, who implores him not to go forwards into the 
hands of a band of robbers ; and Borrow is too sleepy 
and indifferent to stop, and jogs on in safety without 30 
meeting the knife which he half expected. ‘ It was not 
so witten,’ he says, with the genuine fatalism of your 
hand-to-mouth Bohemian. He crosses a wild moor with 

a half-witted guide, who suddenly deserts him at a little 
tavern. After a wild gallon nn a nrvntr i_ l.i/ 
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witted also, he at last rejoins the guide resting by a 
fountain. This gentleman condescends to explain that 
he is in the habit of bolting after a couple of glasses, and 
never stops till he comes to running water. The con¬ 
genial pair lose themselves at nightfall, and the guide 
observes that if they should meet the Estadea, which are 
spirits of the dead riding with candles in their hands—a 
phenomenon happily rare in this region—he shall ‘run 
and run till he drowns himself in the sea, somewhere 
io near Muros The Estadea do not appear, but Borrow 
and his guide come near being hanged as Don Carlos 
and a nephew, escaping only by the help of a sailor who 
knows the English words ‘ knife ’ and ‘ fork ’, and can there¬ 
fore testify to Borrows nationality; and is finally liberated 
bv an official who is a devoted student of Jeremy Bentham. 
The queer stumbling upon a name redolent of every-day 
British life throws the surrounding oddity into quaint 
relief. But Borrow encounters more mysterious characters. 
There is the wondrous Abarbenell, whom he meets riding 
20 bv night, and with whom he soon becomes hand and glove. 
Abarbenell is a huge figure in a broad-brimmed hat, who 
stares at him in the moonlight with deep calm eyes, and 
still revisits him in dreams. He has two wives and a hidden 
treasure of old coins, and when the gates of his house are 
locked, and the big dogs loose in the court, he dines off 
ancient plate made before the discovery of America. There 
are many of his race amongst the priesthood, and even an 
Archbishop, who died in great renown for sanctity, had 
come by night to kiss his father’s hand. Nor can any 
30 reader forget the singular history of Benedict Mol, the 
wandering Swiss, who turns up now and then in the 
course of his search for the hidden treasure at Compostella. 
Men who live in strange company learn the advantage 

ft ft 

of not asking questions, or following out delicate inquiries , 
and these singular figures are the more attractive because 



GEORGE B< 

they come and go, half-revealing 
and then vanishing into outside 
himself sometimes merges into 
commonplace, and then dives do 
the remotest recesses of the soci; 

Spain 


W 


23 


In the trim, orderly, English country we might fancy 

A Lk, m ^1 __ _ _ A * J 1 . 1 m m a M _ __ 


they 


decayed 


And yet Borrow meets 


sentiments , and tells him that even the most prosperous 10 
of his tribe who have made their fortunes in America, 
return in their dreams to the green English lanes and 

-_1 _ 1 ^1 ., 0 


farmyards. 


There they are with their boxes on the 

ground displaying their goods to the honest rustics and 

their dames and their daughters, and selling away and 

chaffering and laughing just as of old. And there thev are 
again at nightfall in th 



. , alehouses, eating their 

toasted cheese and their bread, and drinking the Suffolk 

ale and listening to the roaring song and merry jests of 


the labourers.’ 
fascinates 


It is the old picturesque country life which 20 
w, and he was fortunate enough to plunge 
jnto the heart of it before it had been frightened awav 
by the railways. Lavnwro is a strange medley, which is 
nevertheless charming by reason of the odd idiosyncrasy 

oHifc fit n th . e .-. U -:- 0r <0 interprct ,his fast vanishing phase 


versations 

founded 


It contains queer controversial irrelevance 


con- 


° varv. pciniL-iuus propa- 

gandism of Popery, the evil done by Sir Walter Scott’s 

novel*, and the melancholy results of the decline of pugilism 30 

excursions into philology which show Z 

!T th “ 7“^ 7 m "T nt Vanity ' But the 

find the most congenial mental food in th* 
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Newgate Calendar, and in old Welsh literature, is in 
thorough keeping with the situation. He is the genuine 


tramp whose experience is naturally made up of miscel¬ 


laneous waifs and strays ; 


who drifts into contact with 


the most eccentric beings, and parts company with them 


at a moment's notice, or catching hold of some stray bit 


of out-of-the-way knowledge follows it up as long as 
it amuses him. He is equally at home compounding 
narratives of the lives of eminent criminals for London 


io booksellers, or making acquaintance with thimbleriggers, 
or pugilists, or Armenian merchants, or becoming a 
hermit in his remote dingle, making his own shoes and 
discussing theology with a postboy, a feminine tramp, 
and a Jesuit in disguise. The compound is too quaint 
for fiction, but is made interesting by the quaint vein of 
simplicity and the touch of genius which brings out the 
picturesque side of his roving existence, and yet leaves one 
in doubt how far the author appreciates his own singularity. 
One old gipsy lady in particular, who turns up at intervals, 
20 is as fascinating as Meg Merrilees, and at once made life-like 
and more mysterious. ‘ My name is Herne, and I comes 
of the hairy ones ! ' are the remarkable words by which 
she introduces herself. She bitterly regrets the intrusion 
of a Gentile into the secrets of the Romanies, and relieves 
her feelings by administering poison to the intruder, and 
then trying to poke out his eye as he is lying apparently in 
his last agonies. But she seems to be highly respected by 
her victim as well as by her ov ? n people, and to be acting 
in accordance with the moral teaching of her tribe. 
30 Her design is frustrated by the appearance of a Welsh 
Methodist preacher, who, like every other strange being, 
is at once compelled to unbosom himself to this odd 
confessor. He fancies himself to have committed the 
unpardonable sin at the age of six, and is at once com¬ 
forted by Borrow’s sensible observation that he should not 
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cut if he had done the same thing twenty times over at 
the tame period. The grateful preacher induces his con- 
toler to accompany him to the borders of Wales ; but there 
Borrow suddenly stops, on the ground that he should 
prefer to enter Wales in a suit of superfine black, mounted 
on a powerful steed like that which bore Greduv to the 
fight of Catrath, and to be welcomed at a dinner of the 
bards, as the translator of the odes of the great Ab Gwilym. 
And Mr. Petulengro opportunely turns up at the instant, 
and Borrow rides back with him, and hears that Mrs. Herne 10 
has hanged herself, and celebrates the meeting by a fight 
without gloves, but in pure friendliness, and then settles 
down to the life of a blacksmith in his secluded dingle. 

Certainly it is a queer topsy-turvy world to which 
wc are introduced in havenero. It gives the reader the 
sensation of a strange dream in which all the miscellaneous 
population of caravans and wayside tents make their exits 
and entrances at random, mixed with such eccentrics as 
the distinguished author, who has a mysterious propensity 
for touching odd objects as a charm against evil. All one’s 20 
ideas are dislocated when the centre of interest is no longer 
in the thick of the crowd, but in that curious Umbo whither 
drift all the odd personages who live in the interstices with¬ 
out being caught by the meshes of the great network of 
ordinary convention. Perhaps the oddity repels many 
readers ; but to me it always seems that Borrow’s dingle 
represents a little oasis of genuine romance—a kind of half- 
visionary fragment of fairyland, which reveals itself like 
the enchanted castle in the vale of St. John, and then 
vanishes after tantalizing and arousing one’s curiosity. 30 
It will never be again discovered by any flesh-and-blood 
timveller ; but, in my imaginary travels, I like to rusticate 
wwfor a time, and to feel as if the gipsy was the true 
fXMsenor of the secret of life, and we who travel by rail 
•ad read newspapers and consider ourselves to be sensible 
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men of business, were but vexatious intruders upon this 
sweet dream. There must, one supposes, be a history of 
England from the Petulengro point of view, in which the 
change of dynasties recognized by Hume and Mr. Freeman, 
or the 1 oscillations of power between Lord Beaconsfield and 
Mr. Gladstone, appear in relative insignificance as more or 
less affecting certain police regulations and the inclosure of 
commons. It is pleasant for a time to feel as though the 
little rivulet were the main stream, and the social outcast 
io the true centre of societv. The pure flavour of the country 
life is only perceptible when one has annihilated all dis¬ 
turbing influences ; and in that little dingle with its solitary 
forge beneath the woods haunted by the hairy Hernes, 
that desirable result may be achieved for a time, even in 
a London library. 
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Borrow was born in 1803 at East Dereham in Norfolk, 
his father being a captain in the army, who came of Cornish 
blood, his mother a lady of Norfolk birth and Huguenot 

7 o 

extraction. His youth he has himself described in a fashion 

v J 

20 which nobody is likely to care to paraphrase. After the 
years of travel chronicled in Lavcngro, he seems to have 
found scope for his philological and adventurous tendencies 
in the rather unlikely service of the Bible Society ; and 
he sojourned in Russia and Spain to the great advantage 

This occupied him during the 
greater part of the years from 1830 to 1S40. Then he 
came back to his native country—or, at any rate, his 
native district—married a widow of some property at 
Lowestoft, and spent the last forty years of his life at 
30 Oulton Hall, near the piece of water which is thronged in 


of English literature. 
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by aO manner of sportsmen 


He died 


but a few years ago; and even since his death he seems 
to have lacked the due meed of praise which the Lord 
Chief Justice of the equal foot usually brings, even to 
persons far less deserving than Borrow. 


There 

audience 


necessarily 


writing 


the one hand, and 
know-nothings, oi 
the faculty to ur 


To any <3he who, having 


Bible 


on Borrow is apt to seem impertinence. To anybody else 
(and unfortunately the anybody else is in a large majority) 
praise bestowed on Borrow is apt to look like that very 
dubious kind of praise which is bestowed on somebodv of 


whom no one but the praiser has ever heard. I dannot 

think of any single writer (Peacock himself is not an 
exception) who is in quite j 

there is a certain excuse for 
kept himself, during not the 1 
history, quite aloof from Ei 
life of great English cities. 


And, as usual, 
ublic. Borrow 


But he did more than this. 

ible writer of his time in anv 


modern European nation wh< 

lately no interest in current events, literary and other. 

Putting a very few allusions aside, he might have belonged 

to almost any period. His political idiosyncrasy will be 

ooticed presently; but he, who lived through the whole 

period from Waterloo to Maiwand, has not, as far as 

I remember, mentioned a single English writer later than 
Scott and Byron. He saw the 

the death, of Tennyson, Thackeray, Macaulay, Car] 
Dickem. There is not a reference to any one of ther 
ms works. . He saw political changes such as no man 
tm centuries had seen, and (except the Com Laws 


rise 
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which he has some half-ironical allusions, and the Eccle¬ 
siastical Titles Bill, which stirred his one active sentiment) 
he has referred to never a one. He seems in some singular 
fashion to have stood outside of all these things. His 
Spanish travels are dated for us by references to Dona 
Isabel and Don Carlos, to Mr. Villiers and Lord Palmerston. 
But cut these dates out, and they might be travels of the 
last century. His Welsh book proclaims itself as written 
in the full course of the Crimean War; but excise a few 
io passages which bear directly on that event, and the most 
ingenious critic would be puzzled to ‘ place ’ the com¬ 
position. Shakespeare, we know, was for all time, not of 
one age only ; but I think we may say of Borrow, without 
too severely or conceitedly marking the difference, that he 
was not of or for any particular age or time at all. If the 
celebrated query in Longfellow’s Hyperion , ‘ What is time ?' 
had been addressed to him, his most appropriate answer, 
and one which he was quite capable of giving, would have 
been, * I really don’t know \ 

20 To this singular historical vagueness has to be added 
a critical vagueness even greater. I am sorry that I am 
' unable to confirm or to gainsay at first hand Borrow’s 
wonderfully high estimate of certain Welsh poets. But if 
the originals are anything like his translations of them, 
I do not think that Ab Gwilym and Lewis Glyn Cothi, 
Gronwy Owen and Huw Morris can have been quite such 
mighty bards as he makes out. Fortunately, however, 
a better test presents itself. In one book of his, Wild Wales, 
there are two estimates of Scott’s works. Borrow finds in 
30 an inn a copy of Woodstock (which he calls by its less 
known title of The Cavalier), and decides that it is ‘ trashy ’: 
chiefly, it would appear, because the portrait therein con¬ 
tained of Harrison, for whom Borrow seems, on one of his 
inscrutable principles of prejudice, to have had a liking, 
is not wholly favourable. He afterwards informs us that 
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Scott's * Norman Horseshoe ’ (no very exquisite song at 
tbe best, and among Scott’s somewhat less than exquisite) 
is * one of the most stirring lyrics of modern times and 
that he sang it for a whole evening ; evidently because it 
recounts a defeat of the Normans, whom Borrow, as he 
elsewhere tells us in sundry places, disliked for reasons 
more or less similar to those which made him like Harrison, 
the butcher. In other words, he could not judge a work 
of literature as literature at all. If it expressed sentiments 
with which he agreed, or called up associations which were 10 
pleasant to him, good luck to it; if it expressed sentiments 
with which he did not agree, and called up no pleasant 
associations, bad luck. 

In politics and religion this curious and very John 
Bullish unreason is still more; apparent. I suppose Borrow 
may be called, though he does not call himself, a Tory. 

He certainly was an unfriend to Whiggery, and a hater of 
Radicalism. He seems to have given up even the Corn 
Laws with a certain amount of regret, and his general 
attitude is quite Eldonian. But he combined with his 20 
general Toryism very curious Radicalisms of detail, such 
as are to be found in Cobbett (who, as appeared at last, 
and as all reasonable men should have always known, was 
really a Tory of a peculiar type), and in several other 
English persons. The Church, the Monarchy, and the 
Constitution generally were dear to Borrow, but he hated 
all the aristocracy (except those whom he knew personally) 
and most of the gentry. Also, he had the odd Radical 
•ympathy for anybody who, as the vernacular has it, was 
kept out of his rights \ I do not know, but I should 30 

that Borrow was a strong Tichbomite. In that 
«nous book Wild Wales , where almost more of his real 
.. _ appears than in any other, he has to do with 

tte Ubnean War. It was going on during the whole time 
« us tour, and he once or twice reports conversations in 
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which, from his knowledge of Russia, he demonstrated 
beforehand to Welsh inquirers how improbable, not to say 
impossible, it was that the Russian should be beaten. But 
the thing that seems really to have interested him most 

was the case of Lieutenant P- or Lieutenant Parry, 

whom he sometimes refers to in the fuller and sometimes 
in the less explicit manner. My own memories of 1854 
are rather indistinct, and I confess that I have not taken 
the trouble to look up this celebrated case. As far as 
10 I can remember, and as far as Borrow’s references here 
and elsewhere go, it was the doubtless lamentable but not 
uncommon case of a man who is difficult to live with, and 
who has to live with others. Such cases occur at intervals 
in every mess, college, and other similar aggregation of 
humanity. The person difficult to live with gets, to use 
an Oxford phrase, * drawn ’. If he is reformable, he takes 
the lesson, and very likely becomes excellent friends with 
those who ‘ drew ' him. If he is not, he loses his temper, 
and evil results of one kind or another follow. Borrow’s 

20 Lieutenant P - seems unluckily to have been of the 

latter kind, and was, if I mistake not, recommended by 
the authorities to withdraw from a situation which, to 
him, was evidently a false and unsuitable one. With this 
Borrow could not away. He gravely chronicles the fact 
of his reading an ‘ excellent article in a local paper on the 
case of Lieutenant P-’; and with no less gravity 


(though he was, in a certain way, one of the first humorists 
of our day) he suggests that the complaints of the martyred 

P- 


to the Almighty were probably not unconnected 
30 with our Crimean disasters. This curious parochialism 
pursues him into more purely religious matters. I do not 
know any other really great man of letters of the last 
three-quarters of a century of whose attitude Carlyle s 
famous words, ‘ regarding God’s universe as a larger patri¬ 
mony of Saint Peter, from which it were well and pleasant 
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tried to think that miraculous episode of Isopel Berners 
and the Armenian verbs, with the whole sojourn of 
Lavengro in the dingle, a mere wayward piece of irony 
—a kind of conscious ascetic myth. But I am afraid the 
interpretation will not do. The subsequent conversation 
with Ursula Petulengro under the hedge might be only 
a companion piece ; even the more wonderful, though 
much less interesting, dialogue with the Irish girl in the 
last chapters of Wild Wales might be so rendered by a 
io hardy exegete. But the negative evidence in all the books 
is too strong. It may be taken as positively certain that 
Borrow never was ‘ in love ’, as the phrase is, and that he 
had hardly the remotest conception of what being in love 
means. . . . That he never in all his life heard with under¬ 
standing the refrain of the ‘ Pervigilium ’, 


Cras amet qui nunquam amavit, quique amavit eras amet, 
I take as certain. 

The foregoing remarks have, I think, summed up all 
Burrow’s defects, and it will be observed that even these 
20 defects have for the most part the attraction of a certain 
strangeness and oddity. If they had not been accompanied 
by great and peculiar merits, he would not have emerged 
from the category of the merely bizarre, where he might 
have been left without further attention. But, as a matter 
of fact, all, or almost all, of his defects are not only counter¬ 
balanced bv merits, but are themselves, in a great degree, 
exaggerations or perversions of what is intrinsically men- 

I 

torious. With less wilfulness, with more attention to the 
literature, the events, the personages of his own time, with 
30 a more critical and common-sense attitude towards his 
own crotchets, Borrow could hardly have wrought out for 
himself (as he has to an extent hardly paralleled by any 
other prose writer who lias not deliberately chosen super¬ 
natural or fantastic themes) the region of fantasy, neither 
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readers know in Malory, and some in his originals. I do 
not know that it would be more surprising if Borrow had 
found Sir Ozana dying at the chapel in Lyonesse, or had 
seen the full function of the Grail, though I fear he would 
have protested against that as popish. Without any 
apparent art, certainly without the elaborate apparatus 
which most prose tellers of fantastic tales use, and generally 
fail in using, Borrow spirits his readers at once away from 
mere reality. If his events are frequently as odd as a dream, 
io they are always as perfectly commonplace and real for the 
moment as the events of a dream are—a little fact which 
the above-mentioned tellers of the above-mentioned fan¬ 
tastic stories are too apt to forget. It is in this natural 
romantic gift that Borrow’s greatest charm lies. But it 
is accompanied and nearly equalled, both in quality and 
in degree, by a faculty for dialogue. Except Defoe and 
Dumas, I cannot think of any novelists who contrive to 
tell a story in dialogue and to keep up the ball of con¬ 
versation so well as Borrow ; while he is considerably the 
20 superior of both in pure style and in the literary quality 
of his talk. Borrow’s humour, though it is of the general 
class of the older English—that is to say, the pre-Addisonian 
—humorists, is a species quite by itself. It is rather narrow 
in range, a little garrulous, busied very often about curiously 
small matters, but wonderfully observant and true, and 
possessing a quaint dry savour as individual as that of 
some wines. A characteristic of this kind probably accom¬ 
panies the romantic ethos more commonly than superficial 
judges both of life and literature are apt to suppose; but 
30 the conjunction is nowhere seen better than in Borrow. 
Whether humour can or cannot exist without a disposition 
to satire co-existing, is one of those abstract points of 
criticism for which the public of the present day has little 
appetite. It is certain (and that is what chiefly concerns 
us for the present) that the two were not dissociated in 
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revelations about the Holy Office ; the Gibraltar Jew; 
are only a few figures out of the abundant gallery of 
The Bible in Spain. Lavcngro, besides the capital and 
full-length portraits above referred to, is crowded with 
others hardly inferior, among which only one failure, the 
disguised priest with the mysterious name, is to be found. 
Not that even he has not good strokes and plenty of them, 
but that Bomm’s prejudices prevented his hand from 
being free. But Jasper Petuiengro, and Mrs. Herne, and 
io the girl Leonora, and Isopel, that vigorous and slighted 
maid, and dozens of minor figures, of whom more presently, 
atone for him. The Romany Rye adds only minor figures 
to the gallerv, because tlie major figures have appeared 
before ; while the plan and subject of Wild Wales also 
exclude anything more than vignettes. But what admir- 

it ? 

V * 

able vignettes thev are, and how constantly bitten in with 
satiric spirit, all lovers of Borrow know. 

It is, however, perhaps time to give some more exact 
account of the books thus familiarly and curiously referred 
20 to : for Borrow most assuredly is not a popular writer. 
Not long before his death Lavcngro, 1 he Romany Rye, and 


Wild I Vales were onlv in their third edition, though the 
first was nearlv thirtv, and the last nearly twenty, years 
old. The Bible in Spain had, at any rate in its earlier 
days, a wider sale, but I do not think that even that is 
very generally known. I should doubt whether the total 

V „/ v 

number sold, during some fifty years, of volumes sur- 
passed in interest of incident, style, character and descrip¬ 
tion by few books of the century, has equalled the sale, 
30 within an} 7 one of the last few years, of a fairly popular 
book by any fairly popular novelist of to-day. And there 
is not the obstacle to Borrow’s popularity that there is 

to that of some other writers, notably the already-mentioned 
author of Crotchet Castle . No extensive literary cultivation 

s ^ • 

is necessary to read him. A good deal even of his peculiar 
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them was rather ashamed of), must be pronounced un¬ 
fortunate. Last, in 1862, came Wild Wales, the charac¬ 
teristically belated record of a tour in the principality 
during the year of the Crimean War. On these four books 
Borrow’s literary fame rests. His other works are interest¬ 
ing because they were written by the author of these, or 
because of their subjects, or because of the effect they had 
on other men of letters, notably Longfellow and Merimee, 
on the latter of whom Borrow had an especially remarkable 
10 influence. These four are interesting of themselves. 

The earliest has been, I believe, and for reasons quite 


apart from its biblical subject perhaps deserves to be, the 
greatest general favourite, though its literary value is 
a good deal below that of Lavengro. The Bible in Spain 
records the journeys, which, as an agent of the Bible 


Society, Borrow took through the Peninsula at a singularly 
interesting time, the disturbed years of the early reign of 
Isabel Segunda. Navarre and Aragon, with Catalonia, 
Valencia, and Myrcia, he seems to have left entirely 
20 unvisited I suppose because of the Carlists. Nor did he 
attempt the southern part of Portugal; but Castile and 
Leon, with the north of Portugal and the south of Spain, 


he quartered in the most interesting manner, riding every¬ 
where with his servant and his saddle-bag of Testaments 


at, I should suppose, a considerable cost to the subscribers 
of the Society and at, it may be hoped, some gain to 
the propagation of evangelical principles in the Peninsula, 
but certainly with the results of extreme satisfaction to 
himself and of a very delightful addition to English litera- 
30 ture. He was actually imprisoned at Madrid, and was 
frequently in danger from Carlists, and brigands, and 
severely orthodox ecclesiastics. It is possible to imagine 
a more ideally perfect missionary ; but it is hardly possible 
to imagine a more ideally perfect traveller. His early 
habits of roughing it, his gipsy initiation, his faculties as 
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a linguist, and his other faculties as a bom vagrant, certain 
to fall on his feet anywhere, were all called into operation. 
But he might have had all these advantages and yet lacked 
the extraordinary literary talent which the book reveals. 
In the first chapter there is a certain stiffness ; but the 
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and, to tell the exact truth, I do not in the least care. If 
it is not Spanish it is remarkably human and remarkably 
literary, and those are the chief and principal things. 

Lavengro, which followed, has all the merits of its pre¬ 
decessor and more. It is a little spoilt in its later chapters 
by the purpose, the antipapal purpose, which appears still 
more fully in The Romany Rye. But the strong and sin¬ 
gular individuality of its flavour as a whole would have 
been more than sufficient to carry off a greater fault. 
10 There are, I should suppose, few books the successive 
pictures of which leave such an impression on the reader 
who is prepared to receive that impression. The word 
picture is here rightly used, for in all Borrow’s books 
more or less, and in this particularly, the narrative is any¬ 
thing but continuous. It is a succession of dissolving 
views which grow clear and distinct for a time and then 
fade off into vagueness before once more appearing dis¬ 
tinctly ; nor has this mode of dealing with a subject ever 
been more successfully applied than in Lavengro . At the 
20 same time the mode is one singularly difficult of treatment 
by any reviewer. To describe Lavengro with any chance 
of distinctness to those who have not read it, it would 
be necessary to give a series of sketches in words, like those 
famous ones of the pictures in Jane Eyre. East Dereham, 
the Viper Collector, the French Prisoners at Norman Cross, 
the Gipsy Encampment, the Sojourn in Edinburgh (with 
a passing view of Scotch schoolboys only inferior, as every¬ 
thing is, to Sir Walter’s history of Green-breeks), the Irish 
Sojourn (with the horse whispering and the ‘ dog of peace ’), 
30 the settlement in Norwich (with Borrow’s compulsory legal 
studies and his very uncompulsory excursions into Italian, 
Hebrew, Welsh, Scandinavian, anything that obviously 
would not pay), the new meeting with the gipsies in the 
Castle Field, the fight—only the first of many excellent 
fights—these are but a few of the memories which rise to 
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either; bruiser enough to be a bully but not enough to 
be anything more ; in short, one of the worst products of 
civilization. From civilization itself, however, Borrow 
soon disappears, as far as any traceable signs go. He 
journeys, not farther west but northwards, into the West 
Midlands and the marches of Wales. He buys a tinker’s 
beat and fit-out from a feeble vessel of the craft, who has 
been expelled by f the Flaming Tinman ’, a half-gipsy of 
robustious behaviour. He is met by old Mrs. Heme, the 
io mother-in-law of his gipsy friend Jasper Petulengro, who 
resents a Gorgio’s initiation in gipsy ways, and very 
nearly poisons him by the wily aid of her grand-daughter 
Leonora. He recovers, thanks to a Welsh travelling 
preacher and to castor oil. And then, when the Welshman 
has left him, comes the climax and turning-point of the 
whole story, the great fight with Jem Bos vile, ‘ the Flam¬ 
ing Tinman ’. The much-abused adjective Homeric 
belongs in sober strictness to this immortal battle, which 
has the additional interest not thought of by Homer (for 
20 goddesses do not count) that Borrow’s second and guardian 
angel is a young woman of great attractions and severe 
morality. Miss Isopel (or Belle) Berners, whose extraction, 
allowing for the bar sinister, is honourable,* and who, her 
hands being fully able to keep her head, has sojourned 
without ill fortune in the Flaming Tinman’s very dis¬ 
reputable company. Bos vile, vanquished by pluck and 
good fortune rather than strength, flees the place with 
his wife. Isopel remains behind and the couple take up 
their joint residence, a residence of perfect propriety, in 
30 this dingle, the exact locality of which I have always 
longed to know, that I might make an autumnal pilgrimage 
to it. Isopel, Brynhild as she is, would apparently have 
had no objection to be honourably wooed. But her 
eccentric companion confines himself to teaching her 
‘ I love ’ in Armenian, which she finds unsatisfactory; 
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window. Even this is too dramatic a finale for Borrow’s 
unconquerable singularity, and he adds a short dialogue 
between himself and a recruiting sergeant. And after this 
again there comes an appendix containing an apologia for 
Lavengro, a great deal more polemic against Romanism, 
some historical views of more originality than exactness, 
and a diatribe against gentility, Scotchmen, Scott, and 
other black beasts of Borrow’s. This appendix has received 
from some professed admirers of the author a great deal 

10 more attention than it deserves. In the first place, it was 
evidently written in a fit of personal pique ; in the second, 
it is chiefly argumentative, and Borrow had absolutely no 
argumentative faculty. To say that it contains a great 
deal of quaint and piquant writing is only to say that its 
writer wrote it, and though the description of ‘ Charlie- 
over-the-waterism * probably docs not apply to any being 
who ever lived, except to a few school-girls of both sexes, 
it has a strong infusion of Borrow’s satiric gift. As for 
the diatribes against gentility, Borrow has only done very 

20 clumsily what Thackeray had done long before without 
clumsiness. It can escape nobody who has read his books 
with a seeing eye that he was himself exceedingly proud, 
not merely of being a gentleman in the ethical sense, but 
of being one in the sense of station and extraction as, 
by the way, the decriers of British snobbishness usually 
are, so that no special blame attaches to Borrow for the 
inconsistency. Only let it be understood, once for all, 
that to describe him as ' the apostle of the ungenteel is 
either to speak in riddles or quite to misunderstand his 

30 real merits and abilities. 

I believe that some of the small but fierce tribe of 
Borrovians are inclined to resent the putting of the last 
of this remarkable series, Wild Wales, on a level with the 
other three. With such I can by no means agree. Wdd 
Wales has not, of course, the charm of unfamiliar scenery 
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reader of Borrow should have, the spirit of the roads 


upon them, and arc never more happy than when journey¬ 
ing on ‘ Shanks his mare ’, they will, of course, have in 


a/. 



on. a* eJj/hi infh pursxnrdj ’love for 'it. It is, despite 


the interludes of literary history, as full of Sorrow's 
peculiar conversational gift as any of its predecessors. 
Its thumbnail sketches, if somewhat more subdued and 
less elaborate, arc not less full of character. John Jones, 


the Dissenting weaver, who served Borrow at once as 
io a guide and a whetstone of Welsh in the neighbourhood 
tj pcSigdUxiit’, Vrre ' ’Kehhgenous *' ~Wels*h woman who first, 
but by no means last, exhibited the curious local jealousy 
of a Welsh-speaking Englishman ; the doctor and the 
Italian barometer-seller at Cerrig-y-Druidion; the best 
Pridydd of the world ’ in Anglesey, with his unlucky 
addiction to beer and flattery ; the waiter at Bala, the 
‘ ecclesiastical cat ' (a cat worthy to rank with those of 
SnnfJr/uj' amb 'uarfnufj; t’ne characters of fhe walk across 
the hills from Machynlleth to the Devil s Bridge, the 
20 scene at the public-house in the Glamorgan Border, where 
the above-mentioned jealousy comes out so strongly, the 
mad Irishwoman, Johanna Colgan (a masterpiece by 
herself) ; and the Irish girl, with her hardly inferior 
history of the faction-lights of Scotland Road (whic^ 
Boncow, b?y sansVa’Ke, huis put in ifianc’nester instead 01 

in Liverpool) ; these make a list which I have written 
down merely as they occurred to me, without opening 
the book, and without prejudice to another list, neary 
as long, which might be added. Wild Wales, too, because 
30 of its easy and direct opportunity of comparing its descrip 
tion with the originals, is particularly valuable as showing 
how sober, and yet Imw. fiyiojhJfL, Bmrrow'b 'tebXTrptaoift a ^- 
As to incident, one often, as before, suspects him of romanc 
ing, and it stands to reason that his dialogue, written ong 

after the event, must be full of the ‘ cocked-hat-and-cane 
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doubts whether he was quite competent to understand 
Ovid and little or no doubt that he has done wrong to 
Chaucer. But when, leaving these idle comparisons, he 
luxuriates in details about Ab Gwilym himself, and his 
poems, and his lady loves, and so forth, I have no doubt 
about Borrow’s appreciation (casual prejudices always 
excepted) of literature. Nor is it easy to exaggerate the 
charm which he has added to Welsh scenery by this con¬ 
stant identification of it with the men, and the deeds, and 
io the words of the past. 

Little has been said hitherto of Borrow’s more purely 


literary characteristics from the point of view of formal 
criticism. They are sufficiently interesting. He unites 
with a general plainness of speech and writing, not un¬ 
worthy of Defoe or Cobbett, a very odd and complicated 
mannerism, which, as he had the wisdom to make it the 
seasoning and not the main substance of his literary fare, 
is never disgusting. The secret of this may be, no doubt, 
in part sought in his early familiarity with a great many 
20 foreign languages, some of whose idioms he transplanted 
into English : but this is by no means the whole of the 
receipt. Perhaps it is useless to examine analytically that 
receipt’s details, or rather (for the analysis may be said 
to be compulsory on any one who calls himself a critic), 
useless to offer its results to the reader. One point which 
can escape no one who reads with his eyes open is the 
frequent, yet not too abundant, repetition of the same or 
very similar words—a point wherein much of the secret 
of persons so dissimilar as Carlyle, Borrow, and Thackeray 
30 consists. This is a well-known fact—so well known indeed 
that when a person who desires to acquire style hears of 
it, he often goes and does likewise, with what result all 
reviewers know. The peculiarity of Borrow, as far as 
I can mark it, is that, despite his strong mannerism, he 
never relies on it as too many others, great and small, are 
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wont to do. The character sketches, of which, as I have 
said, he is so abundant a master, are always put in the 


plainest and simplest English. So are his flashes of ethical 
Inflection, which, though like all ethical reflections often 
one-sided, are of the first order of insight. I really do not 
know that, in the mint-and-anise-and-cummin order, of 
criticism, I have more than one charge to make against 
Borrow. That is that he, like other persons of his own 
and the immediately preceding time, is wont to make 
a most absurd misuse of the word individual. With 10 
Borrow ' individual ’ means simply ' person ’ : a piece of 


ility of which he, of all others, ought to have 
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idiicii the other John Bulls of literature mostly lack, and 
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the limits, still more limited than Borrow’s, of 
religious, if not purely ecclesiastical, interests. 
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good things of another life; apt, as he somewhere saw 
himself, ‘ to hit people when he is not pleased ’; illogical; 
constantly right in general, despite his extremely round¬ 
about ways of reaching his conclusion ; sometimes absurd, 
and yet full of humour; alternately prosaic and capable 
of the highest poetry; George Borrow, Comishman on 
the father’s side and Huguenot on the mother’s, managed 
to display in perfection most of the characteristics of what 
once was, and let us hope has not quite ceased to be, the 
io English type. If he had a slight overdose of Celtic blood 
and Celtic peculiarity, it was more than made up by the 
readiness of literary expression which it gave him. He, 
if any one, bore an English heart, though, as there often 
has been in Englishmen, there was something perhaps 
more as well as something less than English in his fashion 
of expression. 

To conclude. Borrow has—what after all is the chief 


mark of a great writer—distinction. ' Try to be like 
somebody said the unlucky critic-bookseller to Lamar- 
20 tine ; and he has been gibbeted for it, very justly, for the 
best part of a century. It must be admitted that ' try 


not to be like other people ’, though a much more fashion¬ 
able, is likely to be quite as disastrous a recommendation. 
But the great writers, whether they try to be like other 


people or try not to be like them (and sometimes in the 


first case most of all), succeed only in being themselves, 
and that is what Borrow does. His attraction is rather 


complex, and different parts of it may, and no doubt do, 
apply with differing force to this and that reader. One 
30 may be fascinated by his pictures of an unconventional 
and open-air life, the very possibilities of which are to 
a great extent lost in our days, though patches of ground 
here and there in England (notably the tracts of open 
ground between Cromer and Wells in Borrow’s own county)' 
still recall them. To others he may be attractive for his 
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sturdy patriotism, or his adventurous and wayward spirit, 
or his glimpses of superstition and romance. The racy 
downrightness of his talk ; the axioms, such as that to 
the Welsh alewife, * The goodness of ale depends less upon 
who brews it than upon what it is brewed of ’ ; or the 
sarcastic touches as that oi the dapper shopkeeper, who, 

funeral oi Byron, observed, ' I, too, am 
r ', may each and all have their votaries. 
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under modern arrangements of booksellers, leaves some 
change out of a sovereign, and which will about half fill 
the ordinary bag used for briefs and dynamite. It is not 
a large literary baggage, and it does not attempt any very 
varied literary kinds. If not exactly a novelist in any one 
of his books, Borrow is a romancer, in the true and not 
the ironic sense of the word, in all of them. He has not 
been approached in merit by any romancer who has pub¬ 
lished books in our days, except Charles Kingsley; and 
10 his work, if less varied in range and charm than Kingsley's, 
has a much stronger and more concentrated flavour. 
Moreover, he is the one English writer of our time, and 
perhaps of times still farther back, who seems never to 
have tried to be anything but himself; who went his 
own way all his life long with complete indifference to 
what the public or the publishers liked, as well as to what 
canons of literary form and standards of literary perfec- 
tion seemed to indicate as best worth aiming at. A most 
self-sufficient person was Borrow, in the good and ancient 
20 sense, as well as, to some extent, in the sense which is 
bad and modern. And what is more, he was not only 
a self-sufficient person, but is very sufficient also to the 
tastes of all those who love good English and good literature. 
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Lines to Six-Foot Three 

A lad, who twenty tongues can talk, 
And sixty miles a day can walk ; 

Drink at a draught a pint of rum, 

And then be neither sick nor dumb ; 
Can tune a song, and make a verse, 
And deeds of Northern kings rehearse ; 
Who never will forsake his friend, 

While he his bonv hst can bend ; 

And, though averse to brawl and strife, 
Will light a Dutchman with a knife. 

O 

O that is just the lad for me, 

And such is honest six-foot three. 

A braver being ne’er had birth 

Since God first kneaded man from earth 

O, I have cause to know him well, 

As Ferroes blacken’d rocks can tell. 
Who was it did, at Suderde, 

The deed no other dar’d to do ? 

Who was it, wheat the Boif had burst, 
And whelm’d me in its womb accurst— 
Who was it dash'd amid the wave, 
With frantic zeal, mv life to save ? 

Who was it Hung the rope to me ■ 

O, who, but honest six-foot three ! 

Who was it taught my willing tongue, 
The songs that Braga fram’d and sung ? 
Who was it op’d to me the store 
Of dark unearthlv Runic lore, 



lines to six-foot three 


And taught me to beguile my time 
With Denmark’s aged and witching rhyme : 
To rest in thought in Elvir shades. 

And hear the song of fairy maids ; 

Or climb the top of Dovrefeld, 

Where magic knights their muster held ? 
Who was it did all this for me ? 

0 , who, but honest six-foot three ! 


Wherever fate shall 


bid me roam, 


Far, far from social joy 


and home ; 



burning Afric’s desert sands, 

Or wild Kamschatka s frozen lands ; 

Bit by the poison-loaded breeze, 

Or blasts which clog with ice the seas ; 


In lowly cot or lordly hall, 

In beggar's rags or robes of pall, 

'Mong robber-bands or honest men, 

In crowded town or forest den, 

I never will unmindful be 
Of what I owe to six-foot three. 

That form which moves with giant-grace ; 
That wild, though not unhandsome, face ; 
That voice which sometimes in its tone 
Is softer than the wood-dove’s moan, 

At others, louder than the storm 
Which beats the side of old Cairn Gorm ; 
That hand, as white as falling snow, 

Which yet can fell the stoutest foe ; 

And, last of all, that noble heart, 

Which ne’er from honour’s path would start, 
Shall never be forgot by me— 

So farewell, honest six-foot three ! 
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The Viper 




•* r. * 


It happened that my brother and myself were playing one 
evening in a sandy lane, in the neighbourhood of this Pett 
camp; our mother was at a slight distance. All of a sudden, 
a bright yellow, and, to my infantine eye, beautiful and 
glorious object made its appearance at the top of the bank 


. X 


down 


line 


golden light. 


cry of pleasure, I sprang forward 


and seized it nearly by the middle. A strange sensation of 


arm 


W * 

surprised me the more as the obj ect to the eye appeared so 


warm 


drop 


it up, looked at it intently, as its head dangled about a foot 
from my hand. It made no resistance ; I felt not even the 


struggle 


scream 


and shriek like one possessed. ‘ Oh, mother, mother! ’ 

said he, * the viper !—my brother has a viper in his hand! 

He then, like one frantic, made an effort to snatch the 

creature away from me. The viper now hissed amain, and 

20 raised its head, in which were eyes like hot coals, menacing, 

not myself, but my brother. I dropped my captive, for 

I saw my mother running towards me ; and the reptile, 

after standing for a moment nearly erect, and still hissing 

furiously, made off, and disappeared. The whole scene is 

now before me, as vividly as if it occurred yesterday the 

gorgeous viper, my poor dear frantic brother, my agitated 
rvAfAnf nn/1 o frinrlif-nriQ/l lion 11 T1 Her the bushes — 


and yet I was not three years old. 


( Lavengro , ch. ii.) 


The Snake-Hunter 


[Norman Cross] I fre- 

dressed 


quently passed a tail eiaeny maiviauai, ui ebbcu. m 
a quaint fashion, with a skin cap on his head and stout 



shoulders hung a moderate-sized 

i fond of loitering near sunny 
imidst furze and low scrubby 
there were plenty in the neigh- 
>• ()nce I saw him standing in 

1 ' mg intern !y at a large mark 

en drawn across it, as if bv a 
have been a large one,’ the old 
self, ‘ or he would not have left 
he is near ; he seems to have 
went behind some bushes which 

he road an 


cx i inr»n r/v 


to conceit : it 


childer knew hr 


he squeezed a considc 


jaws ui uie viper aown up< 


2 aays are a generation of- 


bout to say ! ' said the o 
i thrust the reptile into ; 
y. I passed on. As I w: 
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THE SNAKE-HUNTER 


returning, towards the evening, I overtook the old man , 
who was wending in the same direction. ‘ Good evening 
to you, sir,’ said I, taking off a cap which I wore on my 
head. 1 Good evening,’ said the old man; and then, 
looking at me, * How’s this ? ’ said he, 1 you ar’n’t, sure, 
the child I met in the morning ? ’ ‘ Yes,’ said I, * I am; 
what makes you doubt it ? ’ ‘ Why, you were then all 

froth and conceit,’ said the old man, ‘ and now you take 
off your cap to me.’ ‘ I beg your pardon,’ said I,' if I was 
io frothy and conceited, it ill becomes a child like me to be so.’ 
‘ That’s true, dear,’ said the old man ; ‘ well, as you have 
begged my pardon, I truly forgive you.’ ‘ Thank you,’ 
said I ; ' have you caught any more of those things ? ’ 
* Only four or five,’ said the old man ; ‘ they are getting 
scarce, though this used to be a great neighbourhood for 
them.’ * And what do you do with them ? ’ said I; ‘do 
you carry them home and play with them ? ’ ‘I sometimes 
play with one or two that I tame,’ said the old man; but 
I hunt them mostly for the fat which they contain, out of 
20 which I make unguents which are good for various sore 
troubles, especially for the rheumatism.’ ‘ And do you get 
your living by hunting these creatures ? ’ I demanded. 
‘ Not altogether,’ said the old man ; ‘ besides being a viper 
hunter, I am what they call a herbalist, one who knows the 
virtue of particular herbs ; I gather them at the proper 
season, to make medicines with for the sick.’ * And do you 
live in the neighbourhood ? ’ I demanded. ‘ You seem very 
fond of asking questions, child. No, I do not live in this 
neighbourhood in particular, I travel about; I have not 
30 been in this neighbourhood till lately for some years. 


(Lavengro, ch. iv.) 
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SICS 



One day it happened that, being on my rambles, I 

lane which I had never seen before ; at 
was rather narrow, but as I advanced it became 




t 



considerably wider; in the middle was a drift-way with 

right and left was a space carpeted with 








clover ; there was no lack of trees, 
ancient oaks, which, flinging out their arms from 
er side, nearly formed a canopy, and afforded a pleasing 
Iter from the rays of the sun, which was burning fiercely 
above. Suddenly a group of objects attracted my attention, io 

* of the largest of tin- trees, upon the grass, was 
low tent or booth, from the top of which a thin 
was curling ; beside it stood a couple of light carts, 
two or three lean horses or ponies were cropping the 

was growing nigh. Wondering to whom 
tent could belong, I advanced till 1 was close 










it, when I found that it consisted of two 



s 






s, placed upon the ground and fronting 
other, connected behind by a sail or large piece of 
canvas which was but partially drawn across the top ; upon 20 





e intervening space, was a fire, over whi 




of iron crowbar, hung a caldron ; my 
been so noiseless as not to alarm 




who consisted of a man and woman, who sat apart, one on 
each side of the fire ; they were both busily employed— 


some 



plaited straw, whilst the 


woman 



g with a w 



e 




ing me, uttered a strange 




woman 



30 


I 



a 



feet and rushing out upon me. 

, yet w 





to 





Go 


THE GIPSIES 


I was not however, without apprehension, which, indeed, 
the'‘appearance of these two people was well calculated to 
Loire • the woman was a stout figure, seemingly between 
thirty and forty ; she wore no cap, andl her long hair fell 
on either side of her head like horse-tails half-way down her 
List • her skin was dark and swarthy, like that of a toad, 

Ind the expression of her countenance was 

,*slight bodice, below which she wore a coarse petticoat 
a ^ A rfi ^ The man was somewhat 

vommer but of a figure equally wild ; his frame was long 

m h fhv, but his arms were remarkably shorty his "ed 

Ls nther bent, lie squinted slightly, and his mouth was 

nel awrv bis complexion was dark, but, unlike that 
much awr\ , t i;,nri • there was a 


niucii t \ , i . 

of the woman, was more ruddy than livid , ^ . 

0 ^ . . i o enmothine like the impression of 

“r ']»"■ *>« 

a halfpenny. 1 lie cress i _„ rwamrVs 


a halfpenny, i no u.ess «- - ; ' uck a peacock ' s 

m lib nai, untanned and with the 

leather , o\et . i . c rn(i cpt hue small- 

20 hair upon it, he wore a roughi jerkin o russet hu^ 

clothes of leather, which had probab y onceMo g 

a soldier, but with which ^ ^Tower man 

come in contact for many a year, protected h 

X etiin Vnoos • his lees were cased in long & 

as far as the knees immense old- 

of blue worsted, and on lus shoes no 

fashioned buckles. now cam e rushing upon 

Such were the twe^ bun brandishing a ladle 

me ; the man was rather in am anu, 

* “ e caught you at last/ said he 
3 ° you young highwayman, to come skulking a ou 

properties ! ’ - I am in the King's Lane. 

‘ P r 0 P Crt ' C Lm Ihei' if you did not wish them to 
Why did you put them there, n > uu u. 

be seen ? 
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On the spy,’ said the woman, * hey ? I’ll drown him in 

over the hedge.’ 






So we will.' said the man 



n him anon in 




t 


* Dro wn me 



win von : 


7 ’ 



id I ; ‘I 




to see you ! 










? Was it because I saw you with 
of straw plait, and my mother there —— ’ 






said the woman ; ‘ what was I about ? ’ 

I know ? 






money, 



4 

m 


IO 


' I'll strangle thee ! ’ said the beldame, dashing at me. 
money, is it ? 

Leave him to me, wifelkin,' said the man, interposing ; 



you 



now see how I’ll baste him down the lane.' 


Myself. 1 tell you what, my chap, you had better put 

of yours ; my father lies concealed within 
md if to me you offer any harm or wrong, 
to help me with his forked tongue. 

Man. What do you mean, ye Bengui’s bantling ? I never 




such discourse in all mv lift 



, I wt 


playman’s speech or 20 


aider ? Your father ! Tell 


the mumping villain that if he comes near my fire I'll serve 

-Tiny Jesus ! what 




as I will you. Take that 



't.- 







with the child ? 


, delicate Jesus ! what is the matter 



made a motion which the viper understood ; and 

ing itself from my bosom, where it had 
its head to a level with my face, and 




transfixed, and the ladle, with 30 


me, now 


was 



in 



air 




, and his 
save alone that place which 

already described, and this 

He stood in this manner 
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THE GIPSIES 


for some time ; at last the ladle fell from his hand, and its 
falling appeared to rouse him from his stupor. 

< x say, wifelkin/ said he in a faltering tone,' did you ever 

see the like of this here ? 

X^nt the woman had retreated to the tent, from the 
entrance of which her loathly face was now thrust, with an 
expression partly of terror and partly of curiosity. After 
gazing some time longer at the viper and myself, the man 
stooped down and took up the ladle , then, as if somewhat 
io more assured, he moved to the tent, where he entered into 
conversation with the beldame in a low voice. Of their 
discourse, though I could hear the greater part of it, I 
understood not a single word ; and I wondered what it 
could be for I knew by the sound that it was not French, 
Z last the man, in a somewhat louder tone, appeared to 


affirma 


put d quubuun - > ' . 

lively, and in a moment or two produced a small stoo, 
which she delivered to him. He placed it on the ground, 
close by the door of the tent, first rubbing it with his sleeve, 

20 as if for the purpose of polishing its surface. 

Man. Now, my precious little gentleman, do sit down here 

by the poor people’s tent; we wish to be civil m our slig t 
way. Don’t be angry, and say no ; but look kindly upon 

us, and satisfied, my precious little God Almighty. 

Woman. Yes, my gorgeous angel, sit down by the poor 

bodies’ fire, and eat a sweetmeat. We want to as you 
a question or two ; only first put that serpent away. 

Myself. I can sit down, and bid the serpent go to seep, 
that’s easy enough ; but as for eating a sweetmeat, how 
3 o can 1 do that ? 1 have not got one, and where am 0 

< r i't it ? 

Woman. Never fear, my tiny tawny, we can give yo 
one. such as you never ate, I daresay, however far you mu 

have come from. . * 

The serpent sunk into his usual resting-place, an 
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on the stool. The woman opened a box, and took 


out a strange little baske 
a man’s fist, and formed 
sewed at the top : 


It 




tained 


it to me, and I saw, to my surprise, that it con- 


to one of my age. ‘ There, my tin}’,’ said she ; 4 taste, and 
me how you like them.’ 

' Very much,' said 1 ; ‘ where did you get them ? ’ 



The beldame leered upon me for a moment, then, nodding 10 
her head thrice, with a knowing look, said, 4 Who knows 
better than yourself, my tawny t 

Now, I knew nothing about the matter ; but I saw that 
these strange people had conceived a very high opinion of 
the abilities of their visitor, which I was nothing loath 
to encourage. I therefore answered boldly ‘ Ah ! who 



t 1 


Certainly, said the man ; ‘ who should know better 
than yourself, or so well ? And now, my tiny one, let me 

Vou didn't come to do us any harm ? 4 20 

;h, if you 




you one 

No, said I, 4 I had no dislike to you ‘ 


were 



ddle witl 1 m< 




Of course, my gorgeous, of course you would ; 
and quite right too. Meddle with you!—what right have 
we ? I should say, it would not be quite safe. I see how 
it is , you arc one of them there ; and he bent his head 

towards his left shoulder. 

Myself. \es, I am one of them—for I thought he was 

alluding to the soldiers—you had best mind what you are 
about, I can tell you. 


in. Don 
wifelkin 


30 


there 


of such things, 
however, seeing 


>out it. Well, I have heard 
never thought to see one ; 
Well ! now you are come. 
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and are not going to do us any mischief, I hope you will 
stay ; you can do us plenty of good if you will. 

Myself. What good could I do you ? 

Man. What good ? plenty ! Would you not bring us 

luck ? I have heard say, that one of them there always 

does, if it will but settle down. Stay with us, you shall have 

a tilted cart all to yourself if you like. Well make you our 

little God Almighty, and sav our prayers to you everv 
morning ! 



Myself. That would be nice 


and if you were to give me 


plenty of these things, I should have no objection. But 
what would my father say ? I think he would hardly 


let me. 



Man. Why not ? he would be with you ; and kindly 
would we treat him. Indeed, without your father you 


would be nothing at all. 

Myself. That ’s true ; but I do not think he could be 
spared from his regiment. I have heard him say that they 
could do nothing without him. 

Man. His regiment ! What are you talking about?— 
what does the child mean ? 


Myself. What do I mean ? why, that my father is an 
officer-man at the barracks yonder, keeping guard over 
the French prisoners. 



. Oh ! then that sap is not your father ? 
Myself. What, the snake ? Why, no ! 


Did you think 


he was ? 


Man. To be sure, we did. Didn’t you tell me so i 
Myself. Why, yes ; but who would have thought you 
30 would have believed it ? It is a tame one. I hunt vipers 
and tame them. 


Man. O—h ! 

‘ O—h ! ’ grunted the woman, 


that’s it, is it ? ' 


( Lavengro , ch. v.) 




Robinson Crusoe 


so another strange thrill of pleasure shot through my 
ie. The first object on which my eyes rested was a 
Lire ; it was exceedingly well executed, at least the 
e which it represented made a vivid impression upon 
which would hardly have been the case had the artist 
leen faithful to nature. A wild scene it was—a heavy 
ind rocky shore, with mountains in the back-ground, 
it* which the moon was peering. Not far from the shore, 
1 i!ie water, was a boat with two figures in it, one of 
h stood at the bow, pointing with what 1 knew to be 
n at a dreadful shape in the water ; fire was flashing 
i the muzzle of the gun, and the monster appeared to 
anslixcd. i almost thought 1 heard its o v. I remained 
onlcss, gazing upon the picture, scarcely daring to draw' 
treeth, lest the new and wondrous world should vanish 
hich I had now obtained a glimpse. ‘ Who are those 


i oi mysen arm now tne seed o 

* 

so long lain dormant, began to expand 
;H to become speedily acquainted wit! 


icd over various leaves till I came to another 
a new source of wonder—a low' sandy beach 
e furious sea was breaking in mountain-like 


dull and leaden-like hue ; gulls and other aquatic 
r ere toppling upon the blast, or skimming over the 
the maddening waves—‘ Mercy upon him ! he must 
Hied ! * I exclaimed, as my eyes fell upon a poor 
w'ho appeared to be striving to reach the shore ; he 
on his legs, but was evidently half smothered with 
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ROBINSON CRUSOE 

the brine ; high above his head curled a horrible billow^ 
as if to engulf him for ever. 1 He must be drowned! lie 
must be drowned!’ I almost shrieked, and dropped the 
book. I soon snatched it up again, and now my eye lighted 
on a third picture : again a shore, but what a sweet and 
lovely one, and how I wished to be treading it; there were 
beautiful shells lying on the smooth white sand, some were 
empty like those I had occasionally seen on marble mantel- 
pieces, but out of others peered the heads and bodies of 
io wondrous crayfish; a wood of thick green trees skirted 
the beach and partly shaded it from the rays of the sun, 
which shone hot above, while blue waves slightly crested 
with foam were gently curling against it; there was a 
human figure upon the beach, wild and uncouth, clad in 
the skins of animals, with a huge cap on his head, a hatchet 
at his girdle, and in his hand a gun ; his feet and legs were 
bare ; he stood in an attitude of horror and surprise; his 
body was bent far back, and his eyes, which seemed starting 
out of his head, were fixed upon a mark on the sand—a large 
20 distinct mark—a human footprint ! 

Reader, is it necessary to name the book which now stood 
open in my hand, and whose very prints, feeble expounders 
of its wondrous lines, had produced within me emotions 
strange and novel ? Scarcely, for it was a book which has 
exerted over the minds of Englishmen an influence certainly 
greater than any other of modern times, which has been in 
most people’s hands, and with the contents of which even 
those who cannot read are to a certain extent acquainted; 
a book from which the most luxuriant and fertile of our 
30 modem prose writers have drunk inspiration; a book, 
moreover, to which, from the hardy deeds which it narrates, 
and the spirit of strange and romantic enterprise which it 
tends to awaken, England owes many of her astonishing 
discoveries both by sea and land, and no inconsiderable 
part of her naval glory. 



ROBINSON CRUSOE 



Kid to thee, spirit of De 


What does not mv own 


poor self owe 


England 



Greece or Rome 


than De Foe, ' unabashed 
rhymer styled him. 


( Lavengro, ch. in.) 


Murtagh 

TllEIE I made acquaintance with the Papist ‘ gasoons', 

" they were called, the farmers’ sons from the country ; 
sad of these gasoons, of which there were three, two might 
be reckoned as nothing at all ; in the third, however, 

I soon discovered that there was something extraordinary. 10 

He was about sixteen years old, and above six feet high, 
dressed in a grey suit ; the coat, from its size, appeared to 
have been made for him some ten years before. He was 
remarkably narrow-chested and round-shouldered, owing, 
perhaps, as much to the tightness of his garment as to the 
hand of nature. His face was long, and his complexion 
swarthy, relieved, however, by certain freckles, with which 
the skin was plentifully studded. He had strange wander- 
ing eyes, grey, and somewhat unequal in size ; they seldom 
rested on the book, but were generally wandering about the 20 
room, from one object to another. Sometimes he would fix 


them intently on the wall, and then suddenly starting, as 


from 

uysterious 




were 


m m B m ^ ^ » ** jb m 

One morning, as he sat by himself on a bench, en{ 
in this manner, I went up to him, and said, ‘ Good 
Mortagh ; you do not seem to have much to do ? ’ 


much to do 


may 


it is seldom 


And what 


Faith, then, if I must tell you, I was e’en dealing with 


the cards 


30 
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MURTAGH 


‘ Do you play much at cards ? ’ 

‘ Sorra a game, Shorsha, have I played with the cards 
since my uncle Phelim, the thief, stole away the ould pack, 
when he went to settle in the county Waterford! ’ 

‘ But you have other things to do ? * 

‘ Sorra anything else has Murtagh to do that he cares 
about ; and that makes me dread so going home at nights.' 

£ I should like to know all about you; where do you 
live, joy ? ' 


io 


and 


I live. 


Wilderness 


and they call it so, because it is a fearful wild place, without 
any house near it but my father’s own ; and that's where 
I live when at home.’ 

‘ And your father is a farmer, I suppose ? ’ 

‘ You may say that ; and it is a farmer I should have 
been, like my brother Denis, had not my uncle Phelim, the 
thief ! tould my father to send me to school, to learn Greek 
letters, that I might be made a saggart of, and sent to Paris 
20 and Salamanca.’ 

c And you would rather be a farmer than a priest ?' 

‘ You may say that!—for, were I a farmer, like the rest, 
I should have something to do, like the rest—something 
that I cared for—and I should come home tired at night, 
and fall asleep, as the rest do, before the fire ; but when 
I comes home at night I am not tired, for I have been doing 
nothing all day that I care for ; and then I sits down and 
stares about me, and at the fire, till I become frighted; 
and then I shouts to my brother Denis, or to the gasoons, 
30 " Get up, I say, and let’s be doing something ; tell us 
the tale of Finn-ma-Coul, and how he lay down in the Shan¬ 
non’s bed, and let the river flow down his jaws ! Arrah, 
Shorsha, I wish you would come and stay with us, and tell 
us some o’ your sweet stories of your own self and the snake 
ye carried about wid ye. Faith, Shorsha dear ! that snake 







eno 
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M URTAG 



Greek—only to play cards ! Faith 
will be ! ’ 


it s 




io 


* I say, Murtagh ! * 

* Yes, Shorsha dear I * 

I have a pack of cards/ 

You don’t say so, Shorsha ma vourneen ? you don’t 
say that you have cards fifty-two ? ’ 

I do, though * and they are quite new—never been 
once used/ 

And you 11 be lending them to me, I warrant ? * 

Don t think it!—But I’ll sell them to you, joy, if you 

* Hanam mon Dioul ! am I not after telling you that 
I have no money at all ? ' 

* you have as good as money, to m< 

I ll take it in exchange.’ 

* What's that, Shorsha dear ? ’ 



, at 



and 




‘ Yes, you speak Irish ; I heard 
20 day to the cripple. You shall te 



it the oth 



is it a 







< 








er v 




you to pass your time at sc 
so you must teach Irish ! ’ 
efore C 


* making of me ? ' 
tter can you do ? it would help 

You can t learn Greek, 




stmas, Murtagh \\ i^ playing at cards wt 






or 



i I 


of broken Irish. 


could speak a considerable quainti 

» Lavenqro, ch. x) 
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w 


Cit 



s 



Gipsies 




l % 


lould learn to read, Jasper 
ave no time, 



o ‘ Are v< 


ot frequently 



P * 



ever, brother ; when we are not engaged in our t 



# 


w >1 


c 


ft 4 I 





our relaxation : so we lave r<> 


time to lea 


r- 
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7 * 


You really sh 
learn to read 


vsould lx- all the better for knowing 




If you were disposed 
to assist you. You 



' In what way, brother 

v 

* VV’by, you could read 


? * 


learn 


‘ We know that already, brother; the constables and 
justice! have contrived to knock that tolerably into our 

* Yet you frequ< ntly break the laws.’ 

* So, 1 believe, do now and then those who know how to 


IO 


read 


cry true 


read 


doing, you might learn your duty towards 
yourselves: and your chief dut\ i-> to take can- of your 

did not the preacher say, ‘ 1 n what is a man 



profit e 1 

- ’WT 

We have not much of the world, brother.’ 

‘ Very little indeed, Jasper. Did you not observe how 
the eyes of the whole congregation were turned towards our 20 
pew, when the preach< r said, “ There are some Deonle who 


lose their souls, 
Outcast, despised 


»» 


h( v said quite applicable to the gipsies : 


xchange ; who are 

Now, was not what 

? ’ ■ 


miserable 


* ^ r eII, then, you ought to be, Jasper. Have you an inch 

Are you of the least use ? Are 


own 


you not spoken ill of 1>\ < \ < rybod\ What s a gipsy 
What s the bird noising yonder, brother^^^^^H 


■|Th<i_ 

the cuckoo 



, that’s the cuckoo tolling ; but wha 1 lias 30 


see, brother 


What 


Jasper 


you know as much about it as myself, 
of roguish, chaffing bird, brother ? * 
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‘ I believe it is, Jasper.’ 

‘ Nobody knows whence it comes, brother ? * 

‘ I believe not, Jasper.' 

‘ Very poor, brother, not a nest of its own ? ’ 

* So they say, Jasper.’ 

‘ With every person's bad word, brother ? ’ 

‘ Yes, Jasper, every person is mocking it.’ 

‘ Tolerably merry, brother ? 

‘ Yes, tolerably merry, Jasper.’ 
io ‘ Of no use at all, brother ? 

‘ None whatever, Jasper.’ 

‘ You would be glad to get rid of the cuckoos, brother ? ' 
‘ Why, not exactly, Jasper ; the cuckoo is a pleasant, 
funny bird, and its presence and voice give a great charm 
to the green trees and fields ; no, I can’t say I wish exactly 
to get rid of the cuckoo.’ 

‘ Well, brother, what 's a Romany chal ? 

‘ You must answer that question yourself, Jasper.’ 

‘ A roguish, chaffing fellow, a’n’t he, brother ? 

20 ‘ Aye, aye, Jasper.’ 

‘ Of no use at all, l)rother ? 


‘ Just so, Jasper ; I see- 

‘ Something very niuch like a cuckoo, brother ? 

‘ I sec; what you are after, Jasper.’ 

‘ You would like to get rid of us, wouldn’t you ? ’ 
‘ Why, no, not exactly.’ 


‘ We arc; no ornament to the green lanes in spring and 
summer time, arc; we, brother i and the 1 voices of our chies, 
with their cukkerin and dukkerin, don’t help to make them 


30 pleasant ? 


I see what you are at, Jasper.’ 

‘ You would wish to turn the cuckoos into barn-doo 


fowls, wouldn t you .' 

‘ Can’t say I should, Jasper, whatever some people might 
wish.’ 
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* And the chals and chies into radical weavers and 
factory wenches, hey, brother ? ’ 

’ ( an’t say that I should, Jasper. You are certainly 
a picturesque people, and in many respects an ornament 
both to town and country’.’ 

* Just as you would the cuckoos, if they were all con¬ 
verted into barn-door fowls. I tell you what, brother ; 
frequently as I have sat under a hedge in spring or summer 
time, and heard the cuckoo, I have thought that we chals 
and cuckoos are alike in many respects, but especially in 10 
character. Everybody speaks ill of us both, and everybody 

Is glad to see both of us again.’ ( Romany Rye, ch. ix .) 



Thi.ru I sat upon the bank, at the bottom of the hill which 
slopes down from ' the Earl’s Home ’ ; my float was on the 
waters, and my back was towards the old hall. I drew up 
many fish, small and great, which I took from off the hook 
mechanx ally, and flung upon the bank, for I was almost 
unconscious of what I was about, for my mind was not with 
my fish I was thinking of my earlier years—of the Scottish 


crag" and the heaths of Ireland—and sometimes 


would dwell on mv studies 


my mind 20 

the sonorous stanzas of 


Dante, rising and falling like the waves of the sea 

__ _ 1 1 a • 


would strive to remember a 

Boileau. jj ^ || 3 jj j ji ^ • 

Canst thou answer to 


or 


couplet or two of poor Monsieur 


conscience for pulling all 



those fish out of the water and leaving them to gasp in the 


sun n 





sonorous as a bell. 






pHm^pa voice, 

Jt started, and 
tall figure of a 
singular fashion, but of 

prime and vigour of manhood ; his features handsome and 



me stood the 
in raiment of quaint and 

He was in the 
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! hey r CTe soraewhat shaded *> y a hat 


drooping 


very 


. - --. — W 1111m* IX tliou 

mdulgest, my young friend ? ’ he continued. 

I am s orry for it, if it be, sir,’ said I, rising; ‘ but I do 
not thmk it cruel to fish/ 


‘ What are thy reasons for thinking so ? ’ 

Fishing is mentioned frequently in Scripture. Simon 
Peter was a fisherman/ 

True, and Andrew his brother. But thou forgettest; 
they did not follow fishing as a diversion, as I fear thou 
doest.—Thou readest the Scriptures ? ’ 

* Sometimes/ 

Sometimes ? not daily ?——that is to be regretted. 
What profession dost thou make ?—I mean to what religious 
denomination dost thou belong, my young friend ^ * 

' Church/ 


It is a very good profession—there is much of Scripture 

contained in its liturgy. Dost thou read aught beside the 
20 Scriptures ? ’ 

* Sometimes/ 

* What dost thou read besides ? ’ 

* Greek, and Dante/ 

‘ Indeed ! then thou hast the advantage over myself; 
I can only read the former. Well, I am rejoiced to find 
that thou hast other pursuits beside thy fishing. Dost 
thou know Hebrew ? ' 

' No/ 

‘ Thou shouldst study it. Why dost thou not undertake 
30 the study ? ’ 

‘ I have no books/ 

' I will lend thee books, if thou wish to undertake the 
study. I live yonder at the hall, as perhaps thou knowest. 

I have a library there, in which are many curious books, 
both in Greek and Hebrew, which- I will show to thee, 
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THE 



l ; AK£R 


whenever thou ma vest find it con venient to 


Tory than thy cruel 


and sec me. 


Farewell! I am glad to find that thou hast pursuits more 


( Lavengro, ch. xv .) 


m arsmana onaies 

An old man draw’s nigh, he is mounted on a le an pony T , 
•fid be leads bv t in bridle one of these animals : nothine 


111^ t creature, unless in being smaller 


toan the reit and gentle, which they are not ; he is not of 
the sightb' • look ; )i< is almost dun, and over one eye 


•« thi* k film has gath* r< <! 

remarkable aixmi that 1 


, stay' ! 


ere is 


about that hors< 


action in u 


he di 



ers 


th< < nour is hush* d | all eyes are turned upon him 
what looks of interest—of respect—and, what is - thi: 

•ph if* taking oft their hats—surely not to that stee< 
^ es, veril men, esj>ecially old men, are taking off th< 

ImIs 1u that on* < \ e * I st* **1 .m*l I h*.ii more than o 

Jeep-drawn dll 


there is something in his io 
ill t lie rest ; as he advances, 


wh at 


OOKS o 


is this ? 


not to 


< ■ ■* 


1 it f ^ 


£ ‘ I # 1 


I h 


more 


one 


hat horse iv 


■1 * 


said I to a very old fellow, the 


t oilllteri 


w* 


i ; 

t 


Kilt 


4 1 j i 1 / 

* 1 * i * I 


man on 


\ save that the last 


Milt i 


a whr* 


r f 


m k 


b ' n, and this one was dressed 


in 20 


The best in mother En 


kn 


. d t 



very old man, 


stick from his mouth, and looking 
car* ], vdv but presently with som 


me m 


c is 


tall 


"W ; 11* is old like myself, but can 

nil n hour. You won’t live long, 
'•v.lfrovvn ones like tb* e never do* 


my swam 


hould chance to reach my years, you may 
ptlt"grandboys thou hast seen Marshland S 
Amain I did for the horse what I would i 


•—yet if you 
boast to thy 


‘S. 


• irl or 


w 


! I 


neither do for 30 
my hat to the 


pr 

> 
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and I, too, drew a deep ah ! and repeated the words of the 
old fellows around. ‘ Such a horse as this we shall never 
see again; a pity that he is so old.' (. Lavengro , ch. xvi.) 

Jasper Petulengro 

Brother, said Jasper, ' I wish to hold some pleasant 
discourse with you.' 

As much as you please,’ said I, * provided you can find 
anything pleasant to talk about.' 

Never fear, said Jasper ; ‘ and first of all we will talk 
of yourself. Where have you been all this long time ? ’ 
io . Here and there, said I, and far and near, going about 
with the soldiers ; but there is no soldiering now, so we 
have sat down, father and family, in the town there.’ 

And do you still hunt snakes ? ’ said Jasper. 

‘ No,’ said I, ‘ I have given up that long ago; I do better 
now : read books and learn languages.’ 

Well, I am sorry you have given up your snake-hunting ; 
many s the strange talk I have had with our people about 

your snake and yourself, and how you frightened my father 
and mother in the lane.’ 

20 ' And where are your father and mother ? ’ 

‘ Where I shall never see them, brother; at least, I 
hope so.’ 

‘ Not dead ? ’ 

‘ No, not dead ; they are bitchadey pawdel.’ 

‘ What’s that ? ’ 

‘ Sent across—banished.' 

' Ah ! I understand ; I am sorry for them. And so you 
are here alone ? ’ 

‘ Not quite alone, brother.’ 

30 'No, not alone ; but with the rest—Tawno Chikno takes 
care of you.’ 

‘ Takes care of me, brother ! ’ 
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' Yes, stands to you in the place of a father— 

out of harm's way. 1 ISj \ [! flflpjj ! ll )M g* -fs |l|i 

‘ What do you take me for, brother ? * 
or about three years older than myself.’ 

Perhaps ; but you are of the Gorgios, and I am a 
Komany Chal. Tawno Chikno take care of Jasper 

Petulengro ! ' i || 5 . % \i |j \ \ m i U J ^j| h- »l 


Is that \ • »ur name ? ’ 



t you hk< it 


f VsyHHHI 

ike what you call m< 


» 



a sweeter ; it is 



io 


Tl 


ie horse-shoe master and the snake-fellow, I am the 



4 Wh 


o 



*r 


i 



t 



ante r 


> * 




- i K ) 




Ask Pharaoh/ 

I woe id, if he were here, but 1 
' l am Pharaoh.’ 

He n you 

(Chachipen 
I do not understand you.’ 

Where are your langdAg You want 
ei mother sense, and gentle Romany ! 
Wh.it makes you think that I want sense ? 
That, lx ing so old, you can’t yet guid( 



20 





I r< ad Dante, Jasper.’ 



Anan, 



er 


an c! 




irm snakes, Jasper.' 
ow you can, brother.’ 
es, and horses too; brin 
, if I whisper he’ll be tame 

’ Then the 




* • 


vicious m the 


7 l ore 



f< >r 


30 



witch—an 


•i lil-reader 




a 






yet 
! * 


yourscif. I 

Then you can shift for yourself ? 
myself and for others 



t 



for 
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‘ And what does Chikno ? ’ 

‘ Sells me horses, when I bid him. Those horses on the 
chong were mine/ 

‘ And has he none of his own ? ' 

‘ Sometimes he has ; but he is not so well off as myself. 
When my father and mother were bitchadey pawdel, which, 
to tell you the truth, they were, for chiving wafodo dloovu, 
they left me all they had, which was not a little, and I 
became the head of our family, which was not a small one. 
10 I was not older than you when that happened; yet our 
people said they had never a better krallis to contrive and 
plan for them, and to keep them in order. And this is so 
well known, that many Romany Chals, not of our family, 
come and join themselves to us, living with us for a time, in 
order to better themselves, more especially those of the poorer 
sort, who have little of their own. Tawno is one of these/ 

f Is that fine fellow poor ? ’ 

‘ One of the poorest, brother. Handsome as he is, he 
has not a horse of his own to ride on. Perhaps we may put 
20 it down to his wife, who cannot move about, being a cripple, 
as you saw/ 

* And you are what is called a Gipsy King ! ’ 

‘ Aye, aye, a Romany Krai/ 

‘ Are there other kings ? ’ 

‘ Those who call themselves so ; but the true Pharaoh 
is Petulengro/ 

‘ Did Pharaoh make horse-shoes ? ' 

‘ The first who ever did, brother/ 

* Pharaoh lived in Egypt/ 

30 1 So did we once, brother/ 

‘ And you left it ? ’ 

* My fathers did, brother/ 

* And why did they come here ? 

‘ They had their reasons, brother/ 

‘ And you are not English ? ' 
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ASPE 



PET 




ENGE 



4 We art* 




I y 


4 And vou have a language of your own 


? * 



I 



II. 

s ih 



Ha, ha I ’ cried 



woman, who had hitherto sat 


knitting, at the farth«i < nd of the t<*nt, without saying 


a w< *nl, t 





n»* 


not inattentive t<> our conversation, as 
* ive, by certain glances, which she occasionally 

* Ha, ha ! ’ she screamed, fixing upon 
shone like burning coals, and which io 
cDrcssion both of scorn and nialifmtHr 


lx»lh 



It is wonderful, is it, that w< should have a language of 

at ! you grudge the poor people the speech 


our 



they talk among t hermelves ? That s just like you Gorgios, 


you would ha\ 

lik« yours* Ive® 

\ •*! \ !.;• i * 


e < 




lxtdy stupid, single-tongued idiots, 
tliete Gorgios ! they grudge us our 


v>n 


— v A 

4 1 ami her son, brother.' 

1 thought \ *»u said your parents 

‘^tttchtidcv 


■i i* 


20 


i' my w ife*® 



W 



wd 


v 









you arc 

flh 

* A ye, truly ; 

■r 

w ife and cht 






T t 




m 

■ * 





t. You will see 



HTC JiXC t hf V 

‘ In the gav, penning 

^ * Wc r« talking of 


r * 


Irue, biother.* 
Yours niusi l>e a rui 



m one r 


i '* 




» i 




30 


‘ I would gladly know it.* 
You need it son 

^ _ mm 

V\ ould you teach i 
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‘ Suppose we begin now ? ’ 

‘ Suppose we do, brother/ 

* Not whilst I am here/ said the woman, flinging her 
knitting down, and starting upon her feet; ‘ not whilst 
I am here shall this gorgio learn Romany. An ill day to 
the Romans when he masters Romany; and when I says 
that I pens a true dukkerin/ 

* What do you call God, Jasper ? ’ 

‘ You had better be jawing/ said the woman, raising her 
io voice to a terrible scream ; * you had better be moving off, 
my gorgio ; hang you for a keen one, sitting there by the 
lire, and stealing my language before my face. Do you 
know whom you have to deal with ? Do you know that 
I am dangerous ? My name is Herne, and I comes of the 
hairy ones ! ’ 

And a hairy one she looked ! She wore her hair clubbed 
upon her head, fastened with many strings and ligatures; 
but now, tearing these off, her locks, originally jet black, 
but now partially grizzled with age, fell down on every side 
20 of her, covering her face and back as far down as her knees. 
No she-bear from Lapland ever looked more fierce and hairy 
than did that woman, as, standing in the open part of the 
tent, with her head bent down, and her shoulders drawn up, 
seemingly about to precipitate herself upon me, she repeated 


again and again : 

* My name is Herne, and I comes of the hairy ones ! 

‘ I call God Duvel, brother/ 

‘ It sounds very like Devil/ 

‘ It doth, brother, it doth/ 

‘ And what do you call divine, I mean godly ? 

‘ Oh ! I call that duvelskoe/ * 

‘ I am thinking of something, Jasper/ 

* What are you thinking of, brother ? ’ 

‘ Would it not be a rum thing if divine and devilish were 

originally one and the same word ? 
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, brother, it w 


i 



udying the language, and at the same time 



ct< : s and manners of these strange people 


My 


rapid progress in the former astonished, while it delighted, 
Ja^pg, ' We’ll no longer call you Sap-engro, brother,’ 
said he, * but rather Lav-engro, which in the language of 


(»org 


' Nay, brother,’ said 


Tawno Chikno, with whom I had become v r ery intimate 


Cooro 


ave 


on 


. a 


IO 


me gloves with him, and hnd him a pure fist master ; I like ic 
him for that, for I am a Cooro-mengro myself and was bom 
a t: phvnnttMMk* 

I likes him for his modesty,’ said Mrs. Chikno ; 4 I never 
heat ny ill words come from his mouth, but, on the 

■ 'Miliary, mu* I; 0Mt< t language. His l.ilk is golden, and 

he has taught my detest to say his prayers in Romany, 
which my rov< r had never the grace to do.' ‘ He is the pal 
of my rom,’ said Mrs. ivtulengro, who was a very handsome 
woman, and t here fore I likes him, and not the less for his 

l"ine.irv< . folkacall me high-minded, and perhaps I haf© ao 

to be so ; Ik fore I married Pharaoh, I had an offer 
from a lord—I likes the young rye, and, if he chooses to 

# mm m m _ A a 


w< 


Ini: 


I 


r p 


mi a 


llow us, he shall have my sister. What say you, mother ? 
otild not the young rye have my sister Ursula ? ’ 

I am going to my people, said Mrs. Herne, placing 
a bundle upon a donkey, which was her own peculiar 

ojxTty , I am going to Yorkshire, for I can stand this 
no longer. You say you 


in 


we 



w 



poison 




, to 


nay children, I goes to Yorkshire. Take 


now go to Lundra, 30 


vc. an 



< i 


litt 1( bit 


to 


my 


vour 


with 


wnen ye are weary. In all 
lived together \ but now we 


are 


of weather have we 

rted. 1 pops hrnlrpn- 





ssl 




hearted—I can’t keej 
Romany. To gain a 
mother/ 





I now wandered along the heath, till I came to a place 
where, beside a thick furze, sat a man, his eyes fixed in¬ 
tently on the red ball of the setting sun. 

4 That’s not you, Jasper ? ’ 

‘ Indeed, brother ! ’ 

‘ I’ve not seen you for years.’ 

4 How should you, brother ? 

4 What brings you here ? 

The fight, brother.’ 

4 Where are the tents ? 

4 On the old spot, brother.’ 

4 Any news since we parted J . 

4 Two deaths, brother.' 

4 Who are dead, Jasper ? 

4 Father and mother, brother/ 

4 Where did they die ? 

mr 

' Where they were sent, brother.’ 

4 And Mrs. Herne ? ’ 

4 She's alive, brother.’ 

4 Where is she now ? 




When a man dies. 
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hild fMTou over him. If he has neither wife nor child, 
th ii- father and mother, I suppose ; and if he is quite 
aJ<>ne in ih< world, hy. th< n, he is st into the earth, and 

'■r 

there is an end of the matter.’ e '% > 

And > ;•> vou think that is the end of a man ? ’ 

* ffi'Ti* ’s .in * id of him, brother, more’s the pity.’ 


Why do you say so ? ’ 

1 Life is swott, brother.’ 
Ik> you think so ? 

r Think so 


TIm i< ‘v night and day, brother, both sweet 10 


thinfi- 





« I 


i 





in, moon, and •'tars, brother, all sweet things ; 

b wind on the heath. Life is very sweet, 
who would wish to die ? 


ise 


would wish to di 


ri 


Non talk hk< a >rgio—which is the same as talking 

like a fool—were you a 
w>vr. Wish to die, indeed ! 
to live for ever ! 



Chal, you would talk 
A Romany Chal would wish 


Xa sickness, jasper ? ’ 

Then- ’s the sun and stars, brother.’ 

I i* In blindness, Jasper ? * ; ' 

There *s the wind on the heath, brother ; if I could 

h * 1 that, I would gladly live for ever. Dosta, 

w» 11 now go to the tents and put on the gloves ; and 

) II try to mak< you feel what a sweet thing it is to be 

.di\«, krothtt (/ .(re rii'yo , ch. xxv.) 


The Danish Book 

It had been decreed by that Fate w hich governs our every 
action, that I was soon to return to my old pursuits. It 

ritt that I should not yet cease to be Lavengro. 
Amongst the mow countenances which I admitted during 30 
! ' period of my an«w< ring the bell, there were two which 
particularly pleased me, and which belonged to an elderly 

F 2 
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yeoman and his wife, whom some little business had brought 
to our law sanctuary. I believe they experienced from me 
some kindness and attention, which won the old people's 
hearts. So, one day, when their little business had been 
brought to a conclusion, and they chanced to be alone with 
me, who was seated as usual behind the deal desk in the 
outer room, the old man with some confusion began to tell 
me how grateful himself and dame felt for the many atten¬ 
tions I had shown them, and how desirous they were to make 
io me some remuneration. ‘ Of course/ said the old man, 


‘ we must be cautious what we offer to so fine a young 


gentleman as yourself; we have, however, something we 
think will just suit the occasion, a strange kind of thing 
which people say is a book, though no one that my dame 


or myself have shown it to can make anything out of it; 
so as we are told that you are a fine young gentleman, who 


can read all the tongues of the earth and stars, as the Bible 
says, we thought, I and my dame, that it would be just the 
thing you would like ; and my dame has it now at the 


20 bottom of her basket/ 


' A book/ said I, ‘ how did you come by it ? ’ 

‘ We live near the sea/ said the old man, ' so near that 
sometimes our thatch is wet with the spray ; and it may 
now be a year ago that there was a fearful storm, and a ship 
was driven ashore during the night, and ere the morn was 
a complete wreck. When we got up at daylight there were 
the poor shivering crew at our door; they were foreigners 
red-haired men, whose speech we did not understand ; but 
we took them in, and warmed them, and they remained with 
30 us three days ; and when they went away they left behind 
them this thing, here it is, part of the contents of a box 

which was washed ashore/ 

‘ And did you learn who they were ? ’ 

‘ Why, yes ; they made us understand that they were 

Danes/ 
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Danes! thought I ; 



< s ! 



and grizzly, appeared to rise^^J 
of the old pirate Dane, t ven as 1 
t-hou of the ancient 


and instantaneously, huge 
before inv vision the skull 



seen it of yore in the 



And now tl old man handed me the book: a 



and uncouth-look mg volum< enot 



It was not very large. 


but instead of the ostial covering was bound in w'ood, and 
was com pressed with strong iron 




was a 



r«*ok, but 



t 



as were not of paper, but vellum, and the 


characters were black, and resembled those generally 10 

taraas Gothic. • 


It 1 


S ( ( 


rtainlv a curious book,’ said I : ‘ and I should like 

* hav< it, but 1 < .til 1 1 hink of taking it ;is a gift, 1 must give 
you M iquivah nt, 1 nev< 1 tak< presents from anybody/ 

1 h> old man whisj* r< d with his dame and chuckled, and 
then turned his face 
' Well, we have 



me, and said, 



with another chuckle, 
ed about the price, but, may be, you will 


n< 4 


nt 


I don't know/ aid I ; ' what do you demand ? ’ 

W hy, that you shake me by the hand, and hold out your 20 
cheek to my old dame, -die has taken an affection to 


YOU. 


1 shall 



very glad to shake you by the hand,’ said I, 

W W " 9 


btt* st for th< ot Jht condition it requires consideration/ 

* No conside ration at all/ said the old 
thing like a sigh ; * she thinks you like 
child, that was lost twenty years ago in the waves of the 

North S«lM i • ?• / -* ■ , .... 


man, with some- 
her son, our only 



that alters the* case 


course I can have no 
And now, at once, I 
roe to do which 



er! ' said I ; ‘ and of 



e 




30 




■ss, 10 enable 




tur« 



an the above eve 




was I at last to be* 



Hi 



■ lie speech 


have happened more oppor- 
Danes, the Danes ! And 
, and in so singular 
which had as far back 
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as I could remember, exercised the strongest influence over 
my imagination. . . . 

And now I had in my possession a Danish book, which, 
from its appearance, might be supposed to have belonged 
to the very old Danes indeed ; but how was I to turn it to 
‘ any account ? I had the book, it is true, but I did not 
understand the language, and how was I to overcome that 
difficulty ? hardly by poring over the book ; yet I did pore 
over the book, daily and nightly, till my eyes were dim, and 
io it appeared to me every now and then I encountered words 
which I understood—English words, though strangely 
disguised; and I said to myself, Courage ! English and 
Danish are cognate dialects, a time will come when I shall 
understand this Danish ; and then I pored over the book 
again, but with all my poring I could not understand it ; 
and then I became angry, and I bit my lips till the blood 
came ; and I occasionally tore a handful from my hair, and 
flung it upon the floor, but that did not mend the matter, 
for still I did not understand the book, which, however, I 


20 


began to see was written in rhyme—a circumstance rather 
difficult to discover at first, the arrangement of the lines not 


differing from that which is employed in prose ; and its 
being written in rhyme made me only the more eager to 


understand it. 


But I toiled in vain, for I had neither grammar nor 
dictionary of the language ; and when I sought for them 
could procure neither ; and I was much dispirited, till 
suddenly a bright thought came into my head, and I said, 
Although I cannot obtain a dictionary or grammar, I can 
30 perhaps obtain a Bible in this language, and if I can procure 
a Bible I can learn the language. I took my hat, and, going 
forth, I flung my hat into the air. 

And when my hat came down I put it on my head and 
commenced running, directing my course to the house of the 
Antinomian preacher, who sold books, and whom I knew 
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KZ a 



inomian in 




to have Bibles in various to 
I ir'ivrd out of breath, and I 

little library, dusting his booics ; ana tne Antmomian 
c l e rgym an was a tall man of about seventy, who wore a hat 
with a br<*d brim and a shallow rrown, and whose manner 
of speaking was exceedingly nasal ; and when 1 saw him 1 
cried, out of breath, * Have you a 
Itplicd. ‘ What do you w ant it for, friend ? ' and I answered, 

Danish by.’ * And may be to learn thy duty,' re- 






To ] 


* * I * « 


■ 


lied th 



1 norm aim pre< 





re it not ; 10 


K|if 

1*111 


as you ar» .1 customer of mine, I will endeavour to pro- 
cur < \ ou one, and I will write to that laudable society which 
men call the Bibb* S • iety, an unworthy member of which I 
am. and I hope by next week to procure what you desire.’ 

And in thu manner I procured the Danish Bible, and I 


commenced my task. 


(Lavcngro, ch. xxii.) 


Hi avy slops were now heard asec 


the s< I \111 ushc red two mm 1 
th< tc was a barking, 




t 





the stairs, and 
apartment. Again 


r th; 





directed against myirlf. for here were two intrude 



irs : 



20 


i'f th« m were r< m« 
of them t 




looking men, but to the foremost 





lie waa a man omewhat 
in height He was dressed 
brecchei* fastened below | 

s he wore 


articular notice may well be accorded 1 










ons ; on Ins 
and on hit 
neck was a 

he wore ncith' t w 

to ci< 


1 



a blue coat, white corduroy 

small golden 










round his 


of the blue and bird’s-eye pattern ; 




riot 






t in hair, that of his head, which was of a li 

* _ 'A * 

> the forehead was rather 
High, but somewhat narrow ; the face neither broad nor 


3° 
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sharp, perhaps rather sharp than broad; the nose was 
almost delicate ; the eyes were gray, with an expression in 
which there was sternness blended with something ap¬ 
proaching to feline ; his complexion was exceedingly pale, 
relieved, however, by certain pock-marks, which here and 
there studded his countenance ; • his form was athletic, but 
lean ; his arms long. In the whole appearance of the man 
there was a blending of the bluff and the sharp. You 
might have supposed him a bruiser ; his dress was that of 
io one in all its minutiae ; something was wanting, however, 
in his manner—the quietness of the professional man; he 
rather looked like one performing the part—well—very 
well—but still performing a part. His companion \ —there, 
indeed, was the bruiser—no mistake about him : a tall, 
massive man, with a broad countenance and a flattened 
nose ; dressed like a bruiser, but not like a bruiser going 
into the ring ; he wore white-topped boots, and a loose 
brown jockey coat. ( Lavengro , ch. xxiv.) 


Pugilism 

Those days to which the course of my narrative has 
20 carried me were the days of pugilism ; it was then at its 
height, and consequently near its decline, for corruption 
had crept into the ring ; and how many things, states and * 
sects among the rest, owe their decline to this cause ! But 
what a bold and vigorous aspect pugilism wore at that 
time ! and the great battle was just then coming off : the 
day had been decided upon, and the spot—a convenient 
distance from the old town ; and to the old town were now 
flocking the bruisers of England, men of tremendous 
renown. Let no one sneer at the bruisers of England—what 
30 were the gladiators of Rome, or the bull-fighters of Spain, 
in its palmiest days, compared to England’s bruisers ? 
Pity that ever corruption should have crept in amongst 
them—but of that I wish not to talk ; let us still hope that 





G 1 ! ISM 



'park of the 



religion, of which they were the priests 


might chance to be at that time, 




•till lingers in the breasts of Englishmen. There they come, 
the bruisers, from far London, or from wherever else thev 

4/ 

' t ous in 

•Id city; some came one way, some another : some of 
tip-top reputation came with peers in their chariots, for 
\ and fame are such fair things, that even peers are 
jiroud to have those invested therewith by their sides : 

own gigs, driving their own bits of 



• r- < ir 



4 ood, and I heard on* say : * I have driven through at 10 
a heat the whole hundred and eleven miles, and only stopped 
to bait twice.* Oh, the blood-horses of old England ! But 
the\ too have had their day—for every-thing beneath the 



sun t hero is a season and a 
come in t as they can contrive • 
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the tops of coaches, for 


•sample; and among 1 th« - there are fellows with dark 

and sharp shining < ye§ : and it is these that 

OF 

core of pugilism, for they are 
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have plant 1 1 rottenness in t 
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, have 



base lucre in view. 



ce old Cobbett, I think, who first said that the 20 


first introduced bad faith amo 

not always speak the truth, but at 
he marie that observation. 
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precincts of the old town, near 
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Charles, which are now become venerable elms as high as 
many a steeple ; there they are met at a fitting rendezvous, 
where a retired coachman, with one leg, keeps an hotel and 
a bowling-green. I think I now see them upon the bowling- 
green, the men of renown, amidst hundreds of people with 
no renowrn at all, who gaze upon them with timid wonder. 
Fame, after all, is a glorious thing, though it lasts only for 
a day. There’s Cribb, the champion of England, and per¬ 
haps the best man in England ; there he is, with his huge, 
10 massive figure, and face wonderfully like that of a lion. 
There is Belcher, the younger, not the mighty one, who is 
gone to his place, but the Teucer Belcher, the most scientific 
pugilist that ever entered a ring, only wanting strength to 
be, I won’t say what. He appears to walk before me now, 
as he did that evening, with his white hat, white greatcoat, 
thin genteel figure, springy step, and keen, determined eye. 
Crosses him, what a contrast ! grim, savage Shelton, who 
has a civil word for nobody, and a hard blow for anybody-— 
hard ! one blow, given with the proper play of his athletic 
.r arm, will unscnse a giant. Yonder individual, who strolls 
about with his hands behind him, supporting his brown 
coat lappets, under-sized, and who looks anything but what 
he is, is the king of the lightweights, so called—Randall! 
the terrible Randall, who has Irish blood in his veins; 
not the better for that, nor the worse ; and not far from 
him is his last antagonist, Ned Turner, who, though beaten 
by him, still thinks himself as good a man, in which he is 
perhaps, right, for it was a near thing ; and ‘ a better 
shentleman ', in which he is quite right, for he is a Welsh- 
30 man. But how shall I name them all ? They were there 
by dozens, and all tremendous in their way. There was 
Bulldog Hudson, and fearless Scroggins, who beat the 
conqueror of Sam the Jew. There was Black Richmond— 
no, he was not there, but I knew him well ; he was the most 
dangerous of blacks, even with a broken thigh. There was 
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■ 1 


thee, Tom of Be 



or bv whatever name 


* 







— 



thee to be called, Spring or Winter. Hail to 
Englishman of the brown eye, worthy to have 


carried a Mx-foot bow at Flodden, where England s yeomen 10 
triumphed over Scotland’s king, his clans and chivalry. 
Hail to thee, last <»f England’s bruisers, after all the many 



ories which thou hast achieved 




unbought by yellow gold ; need I recount them ? nay, 
nav I they are already well known to fame—sufficient to 

/ r J 

aay that Bristol’s Bull and Ireland’s Champion were van- 

w 

quisle-d by thee, and one mightier still, gold itself, thou 
i ->t overcome ; for gold its< If strove in vain to deaden the 


l>ower of thy arm ; and thus thou didst proceed till men 
left off challenging thee, the unvanquishable, the incor- 20 
ruptible. 'Tis a treat to see thee, Tom of Bedford, in thy I 
* public * in Hoi bom way, whither thou hast retired with 
thy w<ll-earned bays. 'Tis Friday night, and nine by 
Holborn clock. There sits the yeoman at the end of his long 


room, mrrounded by his friends ; glasses are filled, and a 
•ong is the cry, and a song is sung well suited to the place ; 
i* mds an echo in every heart—fists are clenched, arms are 
waved, and the portraits of the mighty fighting men of yore, 
Broughton and Slack and Ben, which adorn the walls, 
appear to smile grim approbation, whilst many a manly 30 
voice joins in the bold chorus : 


Here's a health to old honest Tohn Bull, 
When he’s gone we sha’n't find such another, 
And with hearts and with glasses brim full, 
We will drink to old England, his mother.' 
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But the fight! with respect to the fight, what shall I say ? 
Little can be said about it—it was soon over. Some said 
that the brave from town, who was reputed the best man 
of the two, and whose form was a perfect model of athletic 
beauty, allowed himself, for lucre vile, to be vanquished by 
the massive champion with the flattened nose. One thing 
is certain, that the former was suddenly seen to sink to the 
earth before a blow of by no means extraordinary power. 
Time, time ! was called, but there he lay upon the ground 
io apparently senseless, and from thence he did not lift his 
head till several seconds after the umpires had declared his 
adversary victor. 

There were shouts—indeed, there ’s never a lack of shouts 
to celebrate a victory, however acquired ; but there was 
also much grinding of teeth, especially amongst the fighting 
men from town. ‘ Tom has sold us,’ said they, ‘ sold us to 
the yokels ; who would have thought it ? ' Then there was 
fresh grinding of teeth, and scowling brows were turned to 
the heaven. But what is this ? is ic possible, does the 
20 heaven scowl too ? Why, only a quarter of an hour ago but 
what may not happen in a quarter of an hour ? For many 
weeks the weather had been of the most glorious description; 
the eventful day, too, had dawned gloriously, and so it had 
continued till some two hours after noon. The fight was 


then over, and about that time I looked up. What a 
glorious sky of deep blue, and what a big fierce sun swim¬ 
ming high above in the midst of that blue ! Not a cloud 
there had not been one for weeks—not a cloud to be seen, 
only in the far west, just on the horizon, something like 
30 the extremity of a black wing. That was only a quarter of 
an hour ago, and now the whole northern side of the heaven 
is occupied by a huge black cloud, and the sun is only 
occasionally seen amidst masses of driving vapour. What 
a change ! But another fight is at hand, and the pugilists 
are clearing the outer ring. How their huge whips come 
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crashing upon the heads of the yokels ! Blood flows— 
more blood than in the fight. Those blows are given with 
t . ht goodwill ; those are not sham blows, whether of whip 
or fist. It is with list that grim Shelton strikes down the 
big . m i H« is always dangerous, grim Shelton, but now 
particoferly so, for he has lost ten pounds betted on the 
brave who sold himself to tie yokels. But the outer ring is 
cleared, and now the second fight commences. It is be tween 
two champion' < if l**ss renown t han the others, but is perhaps 
not the worse on that account. A tall thin boy is fighting io 
in tlie ring with a man somewhat under the middle size, 
With a frame of adamant. That's a gallant boy! he's a 
yokel but he comes from Brummagem, and he does credit to 
his extrac tion ; but his adversary has a frame of adamant. 

W mf 

In wblt -i stiangc light they fight, but who can wonder, on 
looking at that frightful cloud usurping now' one-half of 
btaven, and at the stm struggling with sulphurous vapour. 
Tin face of tbs lx>\. which is turned towards me, looks 
boni!>)< in that light ; but he is a brave boy, he strikes his 
foe on the forehead, and the report of the blow is like the 20 
sound of a hammer against a rock. But there is a rush and 
• njaroverh* I. a wild commotion, tin tempest is beginning 
to break tin r< s wind and dust, a crash, rain and 

hai! ! Is it jossibb to fight amidst such a commotion ? 
Yes ! th< fight g"< on ; again the boy strikes the man full 
on tlx brow; but it is of no use striking that man, his frame 
is of adamant. * Boy, thy strength is beginning to give way, 
thou art l»ccoming confused.’ The man now goes to work 
amidst rain and hail. * Boy, thou wilt not hold out ten 
minutes long< r against rain, hail, and the blows of such an 30 

antagonist.’ j 1 SI j j , • ..’ ji »j Jj ,. ‘• , < ' ; jd’ *, 

And now t he storm was at its height ; the black thunder¬ 
cloud had broken into many, which assumed the wildest 
shapes and the strangest colours, some of them unspeakably 
lorieus ; the rain poured in a deluge, and more- than one 
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watcr-spout was seen at no great distance. An immense 
rabble is hurrying in one direction ; a multitude of men of 
all ranks, peers and yokels, prize-fighters and Jews, and the 
last came to plunder, and are now plundering amidst that 
wild confusion of hail and rain, men and horses, carts and 
carriages. But all hurry in one direction, through mud and 
mire. There ’s a town only three miles distant, w'hich 
is soon reached and soon filled j it will not contain one-third 
of that mighty rabble. But there ’s another town farther 
—the good old city is farther on, only twelve miles ; 
what’s that ! who will stay here ? Onward to the old town \ 
Hurry, skurry, a mixed multitude of men and horses, 
carts and carriages, all in the direction of the old town , and, 
in the midst of all that mad throng, at a moment when the 
rain-gushes were coming down with particular fury, and 
the artillery of the sky was pealing as I had never heard 
it peal before, I felt some one seize me by the arm—I turned 

round and beheld Mr. Petulengro. 

‘ i can’t hear you, Mr. Petulengro, said I ; for the 

thunder drowned the words which he appeared to be 


> on 


G 


uttering. 

‘ Dearginni/ I heard Mr. Petulengro say, ‘ it thundereth. 
I was asking, brother, whether you believe in dukkeripens ? 

‘ I do not, Mr. Petulengro ; but this is strange weather 

to be asking me whether 1 believe in fortunes. 

‘ Grondinni,’ said Mr. Petulengro, ‘ it haileth. I believe 

in dukkeripens, brother.’ 

' And who has more right/ said I, ‘ seeing that you live 

by them ? But this tempest is truly horrible.’ 

‘ Dearginni, grondinni ta villaminni ! It thundereth, it 

haileth, and also flameth,’ said Mr. Petulengro. ‘ Look up 
there, brother! ’ 

I looked up. Connected with this tempest there was one 
feature to which I have already alluded--the wonderful 
colours of the clouds. Some were of vivid green, ot ers 
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brightest 


others as black as pitch. The 


pointe 


see 


A strange 


‘ \\ t does it look like, brother ? 

Something like a stream o 4 blood.’ 

4 That ( load tershov th a bloody dukkeripen.’ 

* A bloody fortune ! 9 said I . ' And whom may it betide V 
Wlo knows ? ’ said the gipsy. SI m f ||. 

Down the way, dashing and splashing, and scattering io 
nan, hoiMfe and cart to th< left .md right, came an open 
Itrout lie, drawn by four smoking steeds, with postillions 
In tear let jackets and leatln t skull-caps. Two forms were 
cons] in it that of the successful bruiser, and of 

has friend and backer, the sporting gentleman of my 

acquaintance. \ : d ■ 

His ’ i id the gipsy, ]>ointing to tin latter, whose stern 
f tures won a smil< of triumph, as, probably recognizing 
me in the rowd, L nodded in the direction of where I 
A, us th< ' in he hurried by. ' 20 

III 0 \went th barouche, dashing through the rain- 
gashes, and ip it one whose bo t it was that he was equal 
to * either fortune ’. Many have heard of that man—many 
may be desirous of knowing yet more of him. I have no¬ 
thing to do with that man’s after life—he fulfilled his 
dukk« ri{>en. * A bad, violent man ! ’ Softly, friend ; when 
thou wouldst sj, ik hardily of the dead, remember that 
hast not yet fulfilled thy own dukk< ripen ! 

( Lavcngro , ch. xxvi .) 



I H I] London Bridge ■ [ s I II 

Slowly advancing along the bridge, I came to the 
highest point, and there I stood still, close beside one of the 30 
ston- -owers, in which, beside a fruit-stall, sat an old 
woman, with a pan of charcoal at her feet, and a book in 
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her hand, in which she appeared to be reading intently. 
There I stood, just above the principal arch, looking 

through the balustrade at the scene that presented itself_ 

and such a scene ! Towards the left bank of the river, 
a forest of masts, thick and close, as far as the eye could 
reach; spacious wharves, surmounted with gigantic 
edifices ; and, far away, Caesar’s Castle, with its White 
Tower. To the right, another forest of masts, and a maze 
of buildings, from which, here and there, shot up to the 
10 sky chimneys taller than Cleopatra’s Needle, vomiting 
forth huge wreaths of that black smoke which forms the 
canopy—occasionally a gorgeous one—of the more than 
Babel city. Stretching before me, the troubled breast of 
the mighty river, and, immediately below, the main whirl¬ 
pool of the Thames—the Maelstrom of the bulwarks of the 
middle arch—a grisly pool, which, with its super-abundance 
of horror, fascinated me. Who knows but I should have 
leapt into its depths ?—I have heard of such things—but for 
a rather startling occurrence which broke the spell ? As 
20 I stood upon the bridge, gazing into the jaws of the pool, 
a small boat shot suddenly through the arch beneath my 
feet. There were three persons in it ; an oarsman in the 
middle, whilst a man and woman sat at the stern. I shall 
never forget the thrill of horror which went through me at 
this sudden apparition. What !—a boat—-a small boat— 
passing beneath that arch into yonder roaring gulf ! Yes, 
yes, down through that awful water-way, with more than 
the swiftness of an arrow, shot the boat, or skiff, right into 
the jaws of the pool. A monstrous breaker curls over the 
30 prow—there is no hope ; the boat is swamped, and all 
drowned in that strangling vortex. No ! the boat, which 
appeared to have the buoyancy of a feather, skipped over 
the threatening horror, and the next moment was out of 
danger, the boatman—a true boatman of Cockaigne, 
that—elevating one of his sculls in sign of triumph, the 
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manhallooii^,and the woman, a true Englishwoman that 
ofaoertain rtmm . —waving her shawl. Whether anyone 
ubterved them save myself, or whether the feat was a 
fflP— one, I know not ; but nobody appeared to take 
gn ol ta. As for myself, 1 was so excited, that 

] to clamber op the balustrade of the bridge, in 

to obtain a b<tl«r vi«a\ of the darirng advent unrs. 
Iv lf , 1 < oald a< < OflBplisbi my <i< tfgD, howl v • r, 1 felt mys« II 
•eiaed by the body, and, turning my head, perceived the 

old fruit-woman, who was clinging to me. 

■ Nav, d< ar! don't don t ' «aid she, ‘ 1 )on t fling 
yourself over—perhaps you may have better luck next 

tiroclfi Pip jj ' ■ ; ; < ’ 

■i n« oing to fling myself over,’ said I, dropping 
Diom the I Juftrade \ how came you to think of such 

a thing : If ■ j| , \ ! \ : - '' ... 

* Why, inf you clamber up so fiercely, I thought you 

have had ill luck, and that you wished to make away 

with yourself.’ ; y If; ; ^ C?* 

* 111 luck said I, going into the stone bower and sitting 

down. * What do you mean ? ill luck in what ? * 

Why, no great harm, dear ! cly-faking, perhaps.’ 

’ Are you coniine over me with dialects,’ said I, ‘ speaking 
nto me in fashions I wot nothing of ? 

‘ Nay, (h r ! don’t look so strange with those eyes of 
war'n, nor talk m> strangely ; I don’t understand you.’ 

’ Nor I you. What do you mean by cly-faking ? ’ 

* Lor, dear ! no harm : only taking a handkerchief now 
and then.'pi * \ JI h | Sr! • '5 t, j j j la S f 

Do you take me for a thief ? 

* Nay, d ir ! don’t make use of bad language ; we never 
calls them thieves here, but prigs and fakers. To tell you 
the truth, dear, seeing you spring at that railing put me in 
mind of my own dear son, who is now at Bot’ny. When he had 
bad luck, h< always used to talk of flinging himself over the 
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bridge ; and, sure enough, when the traps were after him 
he did fling himself into the river, but that was off the bank ; 
nevertheless, the traps pulled him out, and he is now 
suffering his sentence. So you see you may speak out if 
you have done anything in the harmless line, for I am my 
son’s own mother, I assure you.’ 

‘ So you think there’s no harm in stealing ? ’ 

' No harm in the world, dear ! Do you think my own 
child would have been transported for it, if there had been 
io any harm in it ? and what s more, would the blessed 
woman in the book here have written her life as she has 
done, and given it to the world, if there had been any harm 
in faking ? She, too, was what they call a thief and a cut- 
purse ; aye, and was transported for it, like my dear son; 
and do you think she would have told the world so, if there 
had been any harm in the thing ? Oh, it is a comfort to 
me that the blessed woman w T as transported, and came back 
—for come back she did, and rich too—for it is an assurance 
to me that my dear son, w'ho was transported too, will 
20 come back like her.’ 

‘ What was her name ? 

‘ Her name, blessed Mary Flanders.’ 

‘ Will you let me look at the book ? 

* Yes, dear, that I will, if you promise me not to run away 
with it.’ 

I took the book from her hand—a short, thick volume, 
at least a century old, bound with greasy black leather. 
I turned the yellow and dog’s-eared pages, reading here and 
there a sentence. Yes, and no mistake ! His pen, his style, 
30 his spirit might be observed in every line of the uncouth¬ 
looking old volume—the air, the style, the spirit of the 
writer of the book which first taught me to read. I covered 
my face with my T hand, and thought of my childhood.- 

‘ This is a singular book,’ said I at last ; ' but it does not 
appear to have been w'ritten to prove that thieving is no 
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harm, but rather to *ow the terrible consequences of crime ; 
it contains a deep moral.’ 

* A deep what, dean? *■ jj “ i’ ]! jj $ I ! jj I tj » 9j 

* \ l»u no matter, 1 will give you a crown for this 

volume .('■ \ s|S; -i '] . £ ' \ ■■ ; i ' 

No, dear, I will not sell the volume for a crown.' 

* 1 am poor aaid I, ’ but I will pive vou two silver crowns 

UfT your volume.' ja Fygj j Ili^S | II , j $! > I j 

No, d< i, I will not sell my volume for two silver 

qu a nt s no, nor for the golden one m the king's tower to 

then without mv book 1 should mope and pine, 
jxrhaps fllogmyself ini<* the river ; but I am glad you 
like it, which shows that I was right about you after all ; 
vou are one of OV pflfty, and you have a flash about that 
♦ ye of yours which puts me just in mind of my dear son. 

No, d< .it I won’t sell you my book ; but, if you like, you 
may have a peep into jt whenever you come this way. 

I shall be glad to see you ; jfOQ ar< one of the right sort, for, 
i1 you had been a common one, you would have run away 
with the thing ; but you scorn such behaviour, and, as you 20 
are so flush of your mon< \, though you say you are poor, 
yon may give me a tanner to buy a little baccy with ; I love 
ha< * v dear, nv 1 by token that it comes from the planta- 
4 ■ t in which tin bless* d woman was sent.' 

* What’s a tanner ? ’ said I. jjj j j gj : l ' • <! I I j 1 \ j j j 

' Lor 1 don’t you know, dear ? Why, a tanner is six- 
j*nce ; and, as you wer< talking just now about crowns, 
it will be as Veil to tell you that those of our trade never 
calk them crowds, but bulls ; but I am talking nonsense, 
j 4 ^ if you did not know 4 all that already as well as myself ; 30 
you are only shamming—I’m no trap, dear, nor more was 
the blrvMtl woman in the book. Thank you, dear—thank 
you for the tanner ; if I don’t spend it I’ll keep it in remem¬ 
brance of your sweet face. What, you are going ?—well, 
first ht nv whisper a word to you. If you have any dies 
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to sell at any time I’ll buy them of you ; all safe with me ; 

I never ’peach, and scorns a trap ; so now, dear, God bless 

you, and give you good luck ! Thank you for your pleasant 
company, and thank you for the tanner.’ 

( Lavengro , ch. xxxi.) 

London Bridge again 

So I went to London Bridge, and again took my station 
on the spot by the booth where I had stood on the former 
occasion. The booth, however, was empty; neither the 
apple-woman nor her stall were to be seen. I looked over 
the balustrade upon the river ; the tide was now, as before, 
io rolling beneath the arch with frightful impetuosity. As 
I gazed upon the eddies of the whirlpool, I thought within 
myself how soon human life would become extinct there; 
a plunge, a convulsive flounder, and all would be over. 
When I last stood over that abyss I had felt a kind of 
impulse—a fascination : I had resisted it—I did not 
plunge into it. At present I felt a kind of impulse to 
plunge ; but the impulse was of a different kind; it 
proceeded from a loathing of life. I looked wistfully at the 
eddies—what had I to live for ?—what, indeed ! Should 
20 I yield to the impulse—why not ? My eyes were fixed on 
the eddies. All of a sudden I shuddered; I thought I saw 
heads in the pool ; human bodies wallowing confusedly ; 
eyes turned up to heaven with hopeless horror ; was that 

water, or- Where was the impulse now ? I raised my 

eyes from the pool, I looked no more upon it—I looked 
forward, far down the stream in the distance. ‘ Ha ! what 
is that ? I thought I saw a kind of Fata Morgana, green 
meadows, waving groves, a rustic home ; but in the far 
distance—I stared—I stared—a Fata Morgana—it was 
30 gone- 

I left the balustrade and walked to the farther end of the 
bridge, where I stood for some time contemplating the 
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I g}<4 pMSft over to the Other side with an 


home 


m a 


opposit 


form* rh beheld her. sat my friend, the old apple-woman, 

Of 

huddled up behind her stofl. ^ \ \ 1; j||$J \ Mill! | j, *J] 

Wi-u i •: • ■ r id l. Km m an y« u ’ Hu on n»w 

lifted her head with a start he 1 h ok. 


you 





? ’ said I. 


* Yet, I think I do. Ah, v< M said the, as h< r features 

)« a rot* vui h r< • 1 11< < i i<*i I know’ you, dear , you are the io 
young lad th..t ave me the lanner. Well, child, got any¬ 
thing to sell ?j| * '' •' ® s • ;> ] i |j 

!f Nothing at all,’ said I. " ! , v. f > , \ 

* Bad luck ?l ^ jh||j j| jj ; j jj •: 

Yet.’ otid I, ' bad enough, and 1 usage.’ 

* Ah. 1 : . <’•■>< they caught ye ; well, child, never mind, 

better luck next time ; I am glad to see you. 

* Thank you,’ said I, sitting down on the stone bench , 

; thought \ < u had h ft the bridge—why have you changed 

voursidc?®- ill ,1 pli i) v M h ^ <» i • jS 


The old woman shook. 

‘What i- ilie matter with you?’ said I; ‘are you 


ill 


' No, child, no ; only-’ 

‘ Only what ? Any bad news of your son ? ’ 

* N< < hild, no ; nothing about my son. Only low, child— 
everv heart has its bitter- 

' That s inn , -aid I ; ‘ w( 11 , I don’t want to know your 


}>< >ok 


shook 


lif t If down, and drew her cloak more closely about her 
than bch'Ti I child, what book ? 


Why, blessed Mary, to be sure.’ 


Oh 


I ha’n’t got it, child—I have lost it, have 


h ft it at home.’ 
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Lost it, said I ; left it at home—what do you mean ? 
Come, let me have it.' 

* I ha’n't got it, child.' 

‘ I believe you have got it under your cloak.' 

‘ Don’t tell anyone, dear; don’t—don’t,' and the apple- 
woman burst into tears. 

' What's the matter with you ? ' said I, staring at her. 

' You want to take my book from me ? ' 

* Not L I care nothing about it; keep it, if you like, only 

io tell me what's the matter ? ’ 

■ 

‘ Why, all about the book.’ 

' The book ? ’ 

‘ Yes, they wanted to take it from me.' 

‘ Who did ? ' 

‘ Why, some wicked boys. I’ll tell you all about it. 
Eight or ten days ago, I sat behind my stall, reading my 
book ; all of a sudden I felt it snatched from my hand ; up 
I started, and see three rascals of boys grinning at me; one 
of them held the book in his hand. “ What book is this ? ” 

20 said he, grinning at it. “ What do you want with my book ? ” 
said I, clutching at it over my stall, “ give me my book." 
“ What do you want a book for ? " said he, holding it back; 

“ I have a good mind to fling it into the Thames." “ Give 
me my book, ’ ’ I shrieked; and, snatching at it, I fell over 
my stall, and all my fruit was scattered about. Off ran the 
boys—off ran the rascal with my book. Oh dear, I thought 
I should have died ; up I got, however, and ran after them 
as well as I could ; I thought of my fruit, but I thought 
more of my book. I left my fruit and ran after my book. 

30 “ My book ! my book ! " I shrieked ; “ murder ! theft! 
robbery ! ” I was near being crushed under the wheels of 
a cart ; but I didn’t care—I followed the rascals. “ Stop 
them ! stop them ! " I ran nearly as fast as they—they 
couldn't run very fast on account of the crowd. At last 
some one stopped the rascal, whereupon he turned round, 
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flinging the book at me, it fell into the mud ; well, 

1 it u] and kissed it, all muddy as it was. Has he 

robbed you said the man. “ Robbed mi indeed ; why, 
he ha d got my book.” “ Oh, your book, said the man, and 
UuThTind let the rascal go. Ah. he might laugh, 

a. j 4 ??’£ 9 \ - ' Si Sr • \ ' * ’ < ‘ ?■’ ■ ! “ £ i ; * f .1 

but;- 1 — " p l : | f | !; S • r l ' a 31 3 t n ' 

l* ‘Well, goon.' 01 ]| jj milm V * !;• ■'} yj jj 

\j y heart baits hi. Well, J wei t back t< 1 i .>\ booth and 

pick* d up my stall and my fruits, what I could find of them. 

I couldn't keep my stall for two days I got such a fright, 10 
fttwl when 1 got round I couldn’t bide the booth where the 
thfa^ h.i i hapi- n< so 1 came ov< r to tin other side. Oh, 

1 lie : . als il 1 could but see them hanged.' 

H5or what : f- 

* Why. for stealing my book.’ 

I tliought you didn’t dislike stealing—that you were 

eady to buy things—then was your son, you know-’ 

[ * Yes, to be sure.’ ^ y y' . j ? ■... y • 4 

I He|took things.’ y v » ? - ' i 

i|lb be sure he did.’ 

* But you don’t like a thing of yours to be taken.’ 

* No, that quite a different thing ; what’s stealing 
handkcrchi' K and that kind <>f tiling, to do with taking 
my book ; ther« s a wide difference—don't you see ? 

!.■ qffes, I.^see.’ > |j ' | d i j I j -j ^ J ^ :• [ j . J j y /1 

' Do you, d< ? well, blest your heart, I’m glad you do. 

Would you like to look at the book ? 

j i ‘ Well, I-think I should.’ . \ j . >y - : • j | 111 - jj 

Honour bright said the apple-woman, looking me in 
the eves. 30 

Or 

Honour bright,’ said I, looking the apple-woman in the 

eyesy ;li L 1 ^. 1 , < ;L'i ,r 4 3 y< - ^ v ‘•.■J'JSr 

W 

' Well then, dear, hen it is,’ said she, taking it from under 
her cloak : read it as long as you like, only get a little 

farther into the booth - Don’t sit so near th< < dge— 

you might-' l. I ! . 
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I went deep into the booth, and the apple-woman, 
bringing her chair round, almost confronted me. I com¬ 
menced reading the book, and was soon engrossed by it; 
hours passed away, once or twice I lifted up my eyes, the 
apple-woman was still confronting me: at last my eyes began 
to ache, whereupon I returned the book to the apple-woman, 
and, giving her another tanner, walked away. 

( Lavengro , ch. xl.) 


Newgate Lives and Trials 


Of all my occupations at this period I am free to confess 
I liked that of compiling the Newgate Lives and Trials the 
10 best ; that is, after I had surmounted a kind of prejudice 
which I originally entertained. The trials were entertain¬ 
ing enough , but the lives—how full were they of wild 
and racy adventures, and in what racy, genuine language 
were they told. What struck me most with respect to 
these lives was the art which the writers, whoever they 
were, possessed of telling a plain story. It is no easy t hin g 
to tell a story plainly and distinctly by mouth ; but to 
tell one on paper is difficult indeed, so many snares lie 
in the way. People are afraid to put down what is common 
20 on paper, they seek to embellish their narratives, as they 
think, by philosophic speculations and reflections ; they 
are anxious to shine, and people who are anxious to shine 
can never tell a plain story. ‘ So I went with them to 
a music booth, where they made me almost drunk with 
gin, and began to talk their flash language, which I did 
not understand,' says, or is made to say, Henry Simms, 
executed at Tyburn some seventy years before the time 
of which I am speaking. I have always looked upon this 

sentence as a masterpiece of the narrative style, it is so 
* ^ 


30 concise and yet so very clear. 


{Lavengro, ch. xxxvi .) 



Byron’s Funeral 

m 

Oke day I found myself about noon at the bottom of 
Oxford Street, where it forms a right angle with the road 
^yliich leads or did lead to Tottenham Court. Happening 
to c.i' • mv eyes around, it suddenly • ccm ■ • d to me that 
aomething uncommon was expected ; people were standing 
in mops on the pavement — the upstair windows of the 
houses w< r< thronged with faces, especially those of women, 
and man\ <>f the shops were partly, and not a few entirely, 
closed What rould be the matter? Just then I heard 
V ;tfioUi vnj< < cry ‘ There it comes! ' and Jill loads were 10 
turned ip fOxford Street, down w r hich a hearse was slowly 
coming nearer and nearer it drew’ j presently it was just 
opposite the place where 1 was landing, when, turning to 
the left, it pro cee d ed slowly along Tottenham Road. 
Immediate lv 1»< hind the hearse were ihn e or four mourn- 
ooo<) < full of people, some of which, from the partial 
glimpse whw h I caught of them, apj»* ared to be foreigners ; 
lxhind these came a very long train of splendid carriages, 
all of which, without one exception, were empty. 

' Whose body is in that hearse ? ’ said I to a dapper- 20 
looking individual, seemingly a shopkeeper, who stood 
bolide me on the pavement, looking at the procession. 

* The mortal r< lies of Lord Byron,’ said the dapper¬ 
looking individual, mouthing his words and smirking— 

* the illu trious ]«d, which hav< born just brought from 
Greece, and are L ing conveyed to the family vault in 
-shire.' * ' r , ; 1 f|!f| 

* An illustrious poet, was he ? ’ said I. 

B« yond all criticism,’ said the dapper man ; * all we 
of th< rising generation are under incalculable obligation 30 
1" Byron ; I myself, in particular, have reason to say so ; 
in ill mv correspondence my style is formed on the Byronic 

model.’ L 1 I! I llh [I m T ! ! E a 1 . FI I i 
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I looked at the individual for a moment, who smiled and 
smirked to himself applause, and then I turned my eyes 
upon the hearse proceeding slowly up the almost endless 
street. This man, this Byron, had for many years past 
been the demigod of England, and his verses the daily 
food of those who read, from the peer to the draper’s 
assistant; all were admirers, or rather worshippers, of 
Byron, and all doted on his verses; and then I thought 
of those who, with genius as high as his, or higher, had 
io lived and died neglected. I thought of Milton abandoned 
to poverty and blindness ; of witty and ingenious Butler 
consigned to the tender mercies of bailiffs ; and starving 
Otway : they had lived neglected and despised, and, when 
they died, a few poor mourners only had followed them 
to the grave ; but this Byron had been made a half god 
of when living, and now that he was dead he was followed 
by worshipping crowds, and the very sun seemed to come 
out on purpose to grace his funeral. And, indeed, the sun, 
which for many days past had hidden its face in clouds, 
20 shone out that morn with wonderful brilliancy, flaming 
upon the black hearse and its tall ostrich plumes, the 
mourning coaches, and the long train of aristocratic 
carriages which followed behind. 

Great poet, sir,’ said the dapper-looking man, ‘ great 
poet, but unhappy.’ 

Unhappy ? yes, I had heard that he had been unhappy; 
that he had roamed about a fevered, distempered man, 
taking pleasure in nothing—that I had heard ; but was 
it true ? was he really unhappy ? was not this unhappi- 
30 ness assumed, with the view of increasing the interest 
which the world took in him ? and yet who could say ? 
He might be unhappy, and with reason. Was he a real 
poet, after all ? might he not doubt himself ? might he 
not have a lurking consciousness that he was undeserv¬ 
ing of the homage which he was receiving ? that it could 
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n ol |ggt ? that he was rather at the top of fashion than 
of fame ? He was a lordling, a glittering, gorgeous lord- 
Hag and he might have had a consciousness that he 
owed much of his celebrity to being so ; he might have 
felt that he was rather at the top of fashion than of fame. 
Fashion toon changes, thought I eagerly* to myself—a time 
will come, and that s, dily, when he will be no longer in 
the fashion ; when this idiotic admirer of his, who is still 
griming at my side, shall have ceased to mould his style 
■ : Byron’s; and tins aristocracy* squirearchy, and what to 
not. *ho now send their empty carriages to pay respect 
> the fashionable corpse, shall have transferred their 
amply worship to some other animate or inanimate thing. 
Well, perhaps aft* r all it was better to have been mighty 


,lton in his poverty and blindness—witty and ingenious 
Uttar consigned to the tender mercies of bailiffs, and 
starving 




; they might enjoy more real pleasure 
thin this lordling ; they must have been aware that the 
world would one day do them justice—fame after death 
Is better than the top of fashion in life. They have left 20 
fame behind them which shall nc\-r die, whilst this 
lordling—a time will come when he will be out of fashion 
and forgotten And yet I don’t know ; didn’t he write 
Child* Harold and that «>de ? Yes, he wrote Child* Harold 
id that od* . Then a time will scarcely come when he 

mf 

will 1** forgotten. Lords, squires, and cockneys may pass 
aw*\. but a time will scarcely come when Childe Harold 
and that ode will be forgotten. He was a poet, after all, 
and he must have known it ; a real poet, equal to 


to 


what a destiny ? Rank, beauty, fashion, immortality 30 
—he could not b- unhappy ; what a difference in the fate 
of men—I wish 1 could think he was unhappy- 


I turned away.' Mjj |||j | Mml! dS I r \j f , i jl 

' Great poet, >ir,’ said the dapper man, turning away 


too, ’ but unhappy—fate of genius % 


I, too, am fre¬ 


quently unhappy.’ 


( Lavengro , ch. xxxix.) 








Thimble-rigging 

The plain exhibited an animated scene, a kind of con-* 
tinuation of the fair below; there were multitudes of 
people upon it, many tents, and shows; there was also 
horse-racing, and much noise and shouting, the sun shin¬ 
ing brightly overhead. After gazing at the horse-racing 
for a little time, feeling myself somewhat tired, I went 
up to one of the tents, and laid myself down on the grass. 
There was much noise in the tent. ‘ Who will stand me ?' 
said a voice with a slight tendency to lisp. ‘ Will you, 
io my lord ? * * Yes/ said another voice. Then there was 

a sound as of a piece of money banging on a table. * Lost! 
lost! lost! * cried several voices ; and then the banging 
down of the money, and the ‘ lost I lost! lost! ’ were 
frequently repeated; at last the second voice exclaimed, 
f I will try no more; you have cheated me/ ‘ Never 
cheated any one in my life, my lord—all fair—all chance. 
Them that finds, wins—them that can’t finds, loses. Any 
one else try ? Who’ll try ? Will you, my lord ? ’ and then 
it appeared that some other lord tried, for I heard more 
20 money flung down. Then again the cry of * Lost! lost! ’ 
—then again the sound of money, and so on. Once or 
twice, but not more, I heard ‘ Won ! won ! ’ but the pre¬ 
dominant cry was ‘ Lost ! lost ! ’ At last there was a 
considerable hubbub, and the words ‘ Cheat ! ’ ‘ Rogue! ’ 
and ' You filched away the pea ! ’ were used freely by more • 

-i 

voices than one, to which the voice with the tendency to 
lisp replied, ‘ Never filched a pea in my life ; would scorn 
it. Always glad when folks wins ; but, as those here 
don’t appear to be civil, nor to wish to play any more, 
30 I shall take myself off with my table;. so good-day, 
gentlemen.’ 

Presently a man emerged from the tent, bearing before 
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hfan a rather ii^ular table ; it appeared to be of white 

was exceedingly small at the top, and with very long 
At a few yards from the entrance he paused, and looked 
round, as if to decide on the direction which lie should 
take presently, his ey< lancing on me as I lay upon the 
ground, he started, and appeared for a moment inclined 
to make off a^ juick as possibl table and all. In a moment, 
however, h* n<sd to recover assurance, and, coming up 
I i the place where I was, the long legs of the table pro- 
\ < ting before him, he cried, * Glad to see you here, my io 

lord • ■ 

* Thank you,’ said I, ‘it’s a fine day.’ 

* V< y fine, my lord ; will your lordship play ? Them 

that teds, wins— than that don't finds, loses.’ 

'I * Flay at what ? ’ said I. 

ft/ 

' Only at the thimble and pea, my lord.' 

I !,< ver heard of such gam* 

‘ Didn’t you ? Well, I’ll soon teach you,’ said he, 
pi King the table down. ' All you have to do is to put 
a sc»\< i* ign down on my tabic, and 1o find the pea, which 20 
1 put under one of my thimbh v If you find it—and it 
% ea enough to find it— I give you a sovereign besides 
your own : for them that finds, wins.' 

‘ And them that don't iind, lost s,' said I ; * no, I don’t 
wish to play.] A 
®Why not, my lord ? * 

‘ Why, in tie tvr-t place, I have no money.’ 

' Oh, you have no money ; th course alters the 

case. If m have no money, you can’t play. Well, 

I suppose I must be seeing after my customers,’ said he, 30 
glancing over the plain. 

’ Good-day,’ said I. 

' Good-dav,’ said th< man slowly, but without moving, 
and as if in reflection. After a moment or tw T o, looking at 
me inquiringly, he added, * Out of employ ? ’ 
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‘Yes/ said I; * out of employ.’ 

The man measured me with his eye as I lay on the 

ground. At length he said, ‘ May I speak a word or two 
to you, my lord ? ’ 

‘ As many as you please,’ said I. 

* Then just come a little out of hearing, a little farther 
on the grass, if you please, my lord.’ 

‘ Why do you call me my lord ? ’ said I, as I arose and 
followed him. 

io ‘ We of the thimble always calls our customers lords,’ 

said the man ; * but I won’t call you such a foolish name 
any more ; come along.’ 

The man walked along the plain till he came to the side 
of a dry pit, when, looking round to sec tils.! no one Wets 
nigh, he laid his table on the grass, and, sitting down 
with his legs over the side of the pit, he motioned me to 
do the same. ‘ So you are in want of employ,’ said he, 
after I had sat down beside him. 

* Yes,’ said I, ‘ I am very much in want of employ.’ 

20 * I think I can find you some.’ 

‘ What kind ? ’ said I. 

‘ Why,’ said the man, ‘ I think you would do to be my 
bonnet.’ 

4 

* Bonnet ! ’ said I, ' what is that ? ’ 

r 

1 Don’t you know ? However, no wonder, as you had 
never heard of the thimble-and-pea game, but I will tell 
you. We of the game are very much exposed; folks 
when they have lost their money, as those who play with 
us mostly do, sometimes uses rough language, calls us 
30 cheats, and sometimes knocks our hats over our eyes; 
and what’s more, with a kick under our table, causes 
the top deals to fly off ; this is the third table I have used 
this day, the other two being broken by uncivil customers : 
so we of the game generally like to have gentlemen go 
about with us to take our part, and encourage us, though 
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i rrtending to know nothing about us; f < r example, when 
the cu mer says. " I'm cheated," the bonnet must say 
No,you a n t, is all rieht ; or, when my hat is knocked 
over my eye*, t tie bonrn1 miM square and say, ** I never 
•aw t • man before in all my life, but I won t see him 
ill oaed ” : and so, when th« y kicks at the table, the bonnet 
muni say, " 1 Won't see the table ill-used, such a nice 
aMe, too; bf-id. I want to play myself"; and then 

I would say to thl bonnet, " Thank you, my lord, them 
that finds, wins " ; and tin n the bonnet plays, and I lets io 

the bonnets win,j j is bSjjsj • \ • I H if j ! j;§ if j 

' In a word.' ] * the bonnet means the man who 

cover* you, even as th< al b*>nnet ( overs the head. 

' Just so,’ said the man, ’ I see you are awake, and would 

•oon make a fir v t-rate bonnet.’ 

' Bonn* i, aaid I musingly ; ‘ bonne t ; it is meta- 

k *p L i ]' : 'I *!' | Nd | 

[i * Is it ? I said the man. i ? I i "j J j 

' Ve*,’ said 1, ‘ lik<- lh< rant words- * 

* Bonn* t it cant, said the man ; * w< of the thimble, 20 

as well as all cly-fakei and the like, understand cant, as, 
ot count, mu 1 * very bonnet ; so, if you are employed by 
me. you had better leaf® it a* soon as you can, that wc 
may di<<*urse tor-ther without being understood by 
every one. Besides covering his principal, a bonnet must 
have 1 • v* s about him, for the trad* of the pea, though 

a strictly honest one, is not altogether lawful ; so it is 
th- duty of the born • t, if h* > the constable coming, to 
say the gorgio s welling ’ 

‘ That is n*»i cant,’ said I, * that is the language of the 30 
Romany Chals. ’ , $ 1 J j jSjjjjh : j I | j • 

‘ Do you know' those people ? ’ said tlie man. 

* Perfectly,’ said I. and their language too.’ 

* I wish I did,’ said the man, * I would give ten pounds 
and more to know the language of the Romany Chals. 
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There s some of it in the language of the pea and thimble • 

how it came there I don’t know, but so it is. I wish I knew 

it, but it is difficult. You’ll make a capital bonnet; shall 
we close ? ’ 

4 What would the wages be ? * I demanded. 

‘ Why, to a first-rate bonnet, as I think you would 

prove, I could afford to give you from forty to fifty shillings 
a week.' 

‘ Is it possible ? ’ said I. 

10 Good wages, a’n’t they ? ’ said the man. 

First rate, said I , bonneting is more profitable than 
reviewing. ’ 

Anan ? ’ said the man. 

‘ Or translating ; I don’t think the Armenian would 
have paid me at that rate for translating his .Esop.’ 

Who is he ? ’ said the man. 

* iEsop ? ’ 

No, I know what that is, ^Esop's cant for a hunch¬ 
back ; but t’other ? ’ 

20 ‘You should know,’ said I. 

‘ Never saw the man in all my life.’ 

Yes you have,' said I, ‘ and felt him too ; don’t you 
remember the individual from whom you took the pocket- 
book ? ’ 

‘ Oh, that was he ; well, the less said about that matter 
the better ; I have left off that trade, and taken to this, 
which is a much better. Between ourselves, I am not 
sorry that I did not carry off that pocket-book ; if I had, 
it might have encouraged me in the trade, in which, had 

30 I remained, I might have been lagged, sent abroad, as I had 
been already imprisoned ; so I determined to leave it off 
at all hazards, though I was hard up, not having a penny 
in the world.’ 

‘ And wisely resolved,’ said I, ' it was a bad and dan¬ 
gerous trade ; I wonder you should ever have embraced it/ 
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ii3 


cry 



h a 


Know 


reason f<*r everything. 


— — 

. . . So that affair which you 

w ^ |* * 7 " ! 9 L. p PT 

leave the filching trade, and 

take up with a more honest and safe one ; so at last 
hoMbt of the ]>ea and thimble, but 1 wanted funds, 


ally 


I knew 


little about it.’ 

[/ said 1, * tiow did you pet ove that difficulty '■ 

■ -mt W A M M I - * — — 



‘ Why.’ said the 

have pot over it. 


man, 

What 


I thought I should never 
funds < < >uld I raise ? I 10 


|ii(] nothing to sell i th< few clothes 1 had 1 wanted, 


for we c*f the thim ole m 5^ 



decent, or 


_ _____| I was at my wits’ ends ; 

, « j' t I got over my diffu 11y in th v trangest way in the 


nobody 


world. . { \ :'.f 3 j|- • • yjj T5 • • i- 

' What writ tha: " 

B\ an old thing w) h I had picked up some time 
before—-a book.’ 

' A book ? ’ said I. ; 

* Yet, which I id taken out of your lordship’s pocket 20 

one da^ as ou wen walking the streets in a great hurry. 

1 thought it was a pocket-book at first, fu) of bank-notes, 
perhaps,’ continued-he, laughing. ‘It was well for me, 
however, that it was not, for I should have soon spent the 
notes ; as it was, I had flung the old thing down with an 
oath, as soon as I brought it home. When I was so hard 
.p, however, after th< affair wiih that friend of yours, 

1 took up one day, and thought I might make some¬ 
thing bv it to support myself a day with. Chance or some¬ 
thing else led me into a grand shop ; there was a man 30 
there who seemed to be the master, talking to a jolly, 
portly old c< nth man, who seemed to be a country squire. 
Wf 11, I went up to the first and offered it for sale ; he took 
the book, op ned it at the title-page, and then all of a sudden 
h; \ ■ s glistened, and he showed it to the fat, jolly gentle- 
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man, and his eyes glistened too, and I heard him saw 
“ How singular ! " and then the two talked together in 
a speech I didn't understand—I rather thought it was 
French, at any rate it wasn't cant; and presently the 
first asked me what I would take for the book. Now I am 


not altogether a fool nor am I blind, and I had narrowly 
marked all that passed, and it came into my head that 
now was the time for making a man of myself, at any 
rate I could lose nothing by a little confidence ; so I looked 
jo the man boldly in the face, and said, “ I will have five 
guineas for that book, there a’n’t such another in the whole 


world. ’' 


Nonsense,” said the first man. 


there are 


plenty of them, there have been nearly fifty editions to 
my knowledge ; I will give you five shillings.” ” No,” 
said I, “ I'll not take it, for I don't like to be cheated, so 


give me my book again ” ; and I attempted to take it 
away from the fat gentleman's hand. “ Stop,” said the 
younger man, “ are you sure that you won’t take less ? ” 


“ Not a farthing,” said I; which was not altogether true, 

•* f 

20 but I said so. “ Well,” said the fat gentleman, ” I will 


give you what you ask ” ; and sure enough he presently 
gave me the money ; so I made a bow, and was leaving 


the shop, when it came into my head that there was some¬ 


thing odd in all this, and, as I had got the money in my 
pocket I turned back, and, making another bow, said, 
“ May I be so bold as to ask why you gave me all this 
money for that 'ere dirty book ? When I came into the 
shop, I should have been glad to get a shilling for it; but 
I saw you wanted it, and asked five guineas.” Then they 
30 looked at one another, and smiled, and shrugged up their 
shoulders. Then the first man, looking at me, said, ” Friend* 


you have been a little too sharp for us ; however, we can 
afford to forgive you, as my friend here has long been in 
quest of this particular book ; there are plenty of editions, 


as I told you, and a common copy is not worth five shillings; 





iPOftb ^ ( ipht in 
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so, aft< i all, they outwitted you, 1 observed. 

Clear 1 said the man ; ‘ 1 might have got double the 

the value ; but I don t care, much 



cnee*!had I n IJRIIIHIIIIIIIIINHII II J I IIIj 11 

..J maj It do thru;, it haa done me ple&ty. By means 

, ; leto an hoi'M respectabh trade , in winch 

tfaete'ft little dai r and plenty of profit, and got out of 


ore which would have 




lagged sooner or later.' 


‘ But,’ said I, you ought to remember that the thing 
. , not \ ■ n - . \<*u took it 1mm me, who had been re- 
. ;ol l\ i ... old . pple»v <*inan to exchange it fen 


3 0 
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Well,’ said the man, * did she ever get her Bible 
* Ye*,’ said I, ‘she got her Bible.’ 



' Tlx n she his no cans* io complain ; and, as for you, 
chance or something else has sent you to me, that 1 may 
make you r< onabh amends for any loss you may have 
had. Here am I ready to make you my bonnet, with forty 
oi tiftv shilliiqpa wit k, which ’ cm s;,\ \ ourself an capital SO 


wages.' ’v ^ ;■ 

* I find no fault with the wages,’ said I, ‘ but I don't like 

the employ.* 

'Not hk< bonneting,* laid the man; ‘ah, 1 see, you 
would hk to be principal. Well, a time may come— thosi 
long whit < fingers of yours would just serve for the busi¬ 
ness.!; Ph . I .. •• i : '■ * i-4 vi 


‘ Is it a difficult one ? ’ I demanded. 

Why, it h not very easy : two things are needful— 
natural tale nt .ind constant practice ; hut I 'll show you 30 
a point or two conn* ■ ted with the game ’ ; and, placing 
his tabh between his knees as he sat over the side of the 
pit, he produced three thimbles and a small brown pellet 
something resembling a j>ea. He moved the thimble and 
pellet about, now placing it to all appearance under one 
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THIMBLE-RIGGING 


and now under another. * Under which is it now ? * he 
said at last. * Under that/ said I, pointing to the lower* 
most of the thimbles, which, as they stood, formed a kind 
of triangle. ‘No/ said he, ‘it is not, but lift it up'; 
and when I lifted up the thimble, the pellet, in truth, was 
not under it. ‘ It was under none of them/ said he, ‘ it 
was pressed by my little finger against my palm ’; and 
then he showed me how he did the trick, and asked me 
if the game was not a funny one ; and, on my answering 
io in the affirmative, he said, ‘ I am glad you like it, come 
along and let us win some money/ 

Thereupon, getting up, he placed the table before him, 
and was moving away ; observing, however, that I did 
not stir, he asked me what I was staying for. ‘ Merely for 
my own pleasure/ said I ; ‘I like sitting here very well.' 
‘ Then you won't close ? ’ said the man. ‘ By no means, 1 
I replied ; ‘ your proposal does not suit me.’ ‘ You may 
be principal in time/ said the man. ‘ That makes no 
difference/ said I ; and, sitting with my legs over the pit, 
20 I forthwith began to decline an Armenian noun. ‘ That 
a’n't cant,’ said the man ; ‘ no, nor gipsy, either. Well, 
if you won’t close, another will, I can’t lose any more 

time,’ and forthwith he departed. 

And after I had declined four Armenian nouns, of 


different declensions, I rose from the side of the pit, and 
wandered about amongst the various groups of people 
scattered over the green. Presently I came to where the 
man of the thimbles was standing, with the table before 
him, and many people about him. ‘ Them who finds wins, 
30 and them who can’t find, loses,’ he cried. Various indivi¬ 
duals tried to find the pellet, but all were unsuccessful, till 
at last considerable dissatisfaction was expressed, and the 
terms rogue and cheat were lavished upon him. ‘ Never 
cheated anybody in all my life,' he cried; and, observing 
me at hand, ‘ didn’t I play fair, my lord ? ’ he inquired. 
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THIMBLE-RIDGING 


But I made no answer. Presently some more played, and 


p< rmitte 


became 


time I was moving away ju 
thick 5>ersonage, with a stall 
a gTeat hum’; whereupon 


ad looked on for some 
n I perceived a short, 
s hand, advancing in 
a sudden impulse, 1 


I aimed 


* Shoon thimblc-engro 
Avella gorgio.' 


The man who wa- in th<- midst of his pea-and-thimble 10 

. .. . . 1 r , 1 . 


sooner 


he turned an alarmed look in the direction of where I stood , 
then, glancing around, and perceiving the constable, he 
slipped forthwith his pellet and thimbles into his pocket, 
and, lifting up his table, he cried to the people about him, 
• yjak* way ! * and with a motion with his head to me, as 

_ — _ m ^ m • # * _ -__ V_ _ ■— JL. La 


dart( d 



pursy 


am st 


no means rival 


and 



r 1 m wf nt or what became of him I know not, 

_ JB A i , * 


inasmiKh af 1 turned aw;»v in another direction. 


20 


(1 m'rrwvn eh xlil—ili.) 


Muriagh the Thitnble-cngro 

From this reverie I was roused by certain words which 
sounded near mo, uttered in a strange tone, and in a strange 
nee—the words were, ‘them that finds, wins ; and 
them that can't finds, loses.’ Turning my eyes in the 
direction from which the words proceeded, I saw six or 
n people, apparently all countrymen, gathered round 
, person Manding behind a tall white table of very small 

compass. ' What ! ’ said I, ‘the thimble-engro of - 

Fair here at Horncasth Advancing nearer, however, 

1 perceived that though the present person was a thimble- 30 
engro, he was a very different one from my old acquaint- 
ance of-Fair. The present one was a fellow about half 





a foot taller than the other. 


haggard, wild 


dressed in a kind of jacket, something like 


looking 


with dirty hempen trousers, and with 


with 


an accent evidently Irish, and occasionally changed the 
usual thimble formula into ‘ them that finds wins, and 
them that can t—och, shure !—they loses' j saying also 
frequently * your honour,' instead of ‘ my lord \ I observed, 


frequently your honour,' instead of ‘ my lord \ I observed, 
on drawing nearer, that he handled the pea and thimble 
10 with some awkwardness, like that which might be expected 
from a novice in the trade. He contrived, however, to 
win several shillings, for he did not seem to play for gold, 
from 4 their honours Awkward as he was, he evidently 
did his best, and never flung a chance away by permitting 
any one to win. He had just won three shillings from 
a farmer, who, incensed at his loss, was calling him a con- 
founded cheat, and saying that he would play no more, 
when up came my friend of the preceding day. Jack the 
jockey. This worthy, after looking at the thimble man 
20 a moment or two, with a peculiarly crafty glance, cried 
out, as he clapped down a shilling on the table, ' I will 
stand you, old fellow ! ' ‘ Them that finds wins ; and 

them that can't—och, shure !—they loses,’ said the thimble 
man. The game commenced, and Jack took up the thimble 
without finding the pea ; another shilling was produced, 
and lost in the same manner : ‘ this is slow work,' said 
Jack, banging down a guinea on the table ; ‘ can you 

cover that, old fellow ? ’ The man of the thimble looked 


at the gold, and then at him who produced it, and scratched 
30 his head. * Come, cover that, or I shall be off,' said the 
jockey. ‘ Och, shure, my lord !—no, I mean your honour— 
no, shure, your lordship,' said the other, ' if I covers it at 
all, it must be with silver, for divil a bit of gold have I by 
me.' * Well, then, produce the value in silver,' said the 
jockey, ‘ and do it quickly, for I can't be staying here all 
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JLm ' fb« thllrtbl# MB I rMtalMl. ].n;k(d at Jack With 
l Mini IcH.k tin at th, gold, and then scratched his 
^ead. 1 n was now a laugh amongst the surrounders, 
which < \ ldentlv nettled the fellow, who forthwith thrust 

« mm* a _ 1 1 I. . ^ I 1 


hi 

m 


pocket 


▼ 

u 


ulling out all his silver 


juat ceatrived to place the value of the guinea 
in the table. * 1 em lhai finds wins, and them that can’t 



finds —-iose 

of which r< 


rrupt 
a pea 


U ■ av * * * o I 

__ _ * There, paddy. what do you think 

of that ? * said he, seizing the heap of silver with one » 


JKKk 

tood. 


The 


_ for some time, like one transfixed, 

hfc eyes glaring wildly, now at the table, and now at his 
•BCOnful customer J at last he said, Arrah,shure, master 1 
—OO, I manes my lord- you ar< not going to ruin a poor 
i K>v i • Ruin you : ’ nid thi other . ‘ what : by winning 

change a pretty small dodger you—if you 


a gun&ra 


J*v sufficient capital, why do you engage in so deep 
a trade a^ ttumbling ? come, will you stand another game ? 

JB BAM* m 


Q 1 thure, master, no! the twenty shillings and one 20 
which you hav< cheated me of were all I had in the world. 



and I will 


‘ ( heated you,’ said Jack, ay that 
knock you down.’ ‘ Arrah ! shure, mash r, you knows that 



ii(4 mine ; here is mine, 
now give me back my money 1 


th<* ixa under the thimble 


master 


‘ A likely 


thing/ said Jack ; * no, no, I know a trick worth two or 
three of that ; 


P< .1 


will ne ver have your tw» nty shillings and one again ; and 
if 1 have ruined you, all the better ; I’d gladly ruin all 
such villains as you, who ruin poor men with your dirty 
tricks, whom you would knock down and rob on the road 

courage : not that I mean to keep your 


/ „ ^ 

yon 



up 

•liilhags, with the exception of the two you cheated from 

___, _ . m m * a 



’ll keep. A scramble, boys ! a scramble ! * 
said he, flinging up all the silver into the air, with the 
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exception of the two shillings ; and a scramble there 

instantly was, between the rustics who had lost their 

money and the urchins who came running up ; the poor 

thimble-engro tried likewise to have his share ; but though 

he flung himself down, in order to join more effectually 

in the scramble, he was unable to obtain a single sixpence ; 

and having in his rage given some of his fellow-scramblers 

a cuff or two, he was set upon by the boys and country 

fellows, and compelled to make an inglorious retreat with 

io his table, which had been flung down in the scuffle, and 

had one of its legs broken. As he retired, the rabble 

hooted, and Jack, holding up in derision the pea with which 

he had out-manoeuvred him, exclaimed, ‘ I always carry 

this in my pocket in order to be a match for vagabonds 
like you.’ 


The tumult over, Jack gone, and the rabble dispersed, 
I followed the discomfited adventurer at a distance, who, 
leaving the town, went slowly on, carrying his dilapidated 
piece of furniture ; till coming to an old wall by the road- 
20 side, he placed it on the ground, and sat down, seemingly 
in deep despondency, holding his thumb to his mouth. 
Going nearly up to him, I stood still, whereupon he looked 
up, and perceiving I was looking steadfastly at him, he 
said, in an angry tone, ‘ Arrah ! what for are you staring 
at me so ? By my shoul, I think you are one of the thaives 
who are after robbing me. I think I saw you among them, 
and if I were only sure of it, I would take the liberty of 


trying to give you a big bating.’ ‘ You have had enough 
of trying to give people a beating,’ said I ; 


you 


had 


30 better be taking your table to some skilful carpenter to 
get it repaired. He will do it for sixpence.’ ‘ Divil a six¬ 
pence did you and your thaives leave me,’ said he ; ‘ and 


if you do not take yourself off, joy, I will be breaking 
your ugly head with the foot of it.’ ‘ Arrah, Murtagh ! ’ 
said I, * would ye be breaking the head of your old friend 
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awl scholar, to whom you taught the blessed tongue of 
■ . ■ n«a Naomha, it, exchange for a pack ■ **' 

Murtach. for he it was, gazed at me for a moment with 

; then, v h a git am of intelligence in 


look 


|jj>j f ( lie said, Sli orsha . no, 



1 


can’t be—yes, by my 


faith It tel* Then, springing up, and seizing me by the 
|B»d he said, Yes, bv the po*«rs, shure enough it is 
Shor-ha |B« I A:rah. Shorsha ! wh< re have you been this 


manv a 


art 


day ? Shure, you are not one of the spalpeens who 
after robbing me?’ 4 Not 1 / I replied, * but I saw to 


happer 


Come 


to heart 


will 


with the 


^ trade you have taken up. Sorrow befall the 
and tl iirf who taught it me,’ said Murtagh ; 

_yet the trade not a bad one, ii 1 only knew more 

of it, and had ^>n one to help and back me. Och ! the 


trao< 
ajic 



‘.a o 


f bci 


oozled 


thh f in th* horseman’s drc*.’ ‘ Let bygom s be bygones, 

Murtagh,’ said I ; ‘ it is no use grieving for the past ; 

sit c ■*. Old let us havf a little pleasant gossip. 

iRnmanv Rve. ch. xliv.) 


20 


|p /, Pleasant Moment 

* Young gentleman,’ said the huge fat landlord, you 
ar. i < »rr ■ ..t the right time; dinner will be taken up in 
a few minu' and 'mch a dinner,’ he continued, rubbing 
Ins hands, ‘ as \ u will not see every day in these times.’ 

* I am hot and dusty,’ said I, ‘ and should wish to cool 

my hands and face.f| v I |||| & J -i i | 

1. nny . ’ said the huge landlord, with the utmost 

gravity, 'show the gentleman into number seven, that 

he may wash his hands and face.’ 

‘ By no means.’ said 1 I am a person of primitive 30 



PLEASANT MOMENT 


habits, and there is nothing like the pump in weather 
like this. 

Jenny ! ' said the landlord, with the same gravity as 
before ; ‘ go with the young gentleman to the pump in 
the back kitchen, and take a clean towel along with you.' 

Thereupon the rosy-faced, clean-looking damsel went to 

a drawer, and producing a large, thick, but snowy-white 

towel, she nodded to me to follow her; whereupon I followed 

Jenny through a long passage into the back kitchen. 

i o And at the end of the back kitchen there stood a pump; 

and going to it I placed my hands beneath the spout, and 

said, ‘ Pump, Jenny ’ ; and Jenny incontinently, without 

laying down the towel, pumped with one hand, and I washed 
and cooled my heated hands. 


20 


And, when my hands were washed and cooled, I took 

off my neckcloth, and unbuttoning my shirt collar, I placed 

my head beneath the spout of the pump, and I said unto 

Jenny, Now, Jenny, lay down the towel, and pump for 
your life.’ 

Thereupon Jenny, placing the towel on a linen-horse, 
took the handle of the pump with both hands and pumped 
over my head as handmaid had never pumped before ; so 
that the water poured in torrents from my head, my face, 
and my hair, down upon the brick floor. 

And after the lapse of somewhat more than a minute, 
I called out with a half-strangled voice, ‘ Hold, Jenny ! ’ 
and Jenny desisted. I stood for a few moments to recover 


my breath, then taking the towel which Jenny proffered, 
I dried composedly my hands and head, my face and hair; 
30 then, returning the towel to Jenny, I gave a deep sigh and 
said. Surely this is one of the pleasant moments of life/ 

(Lavengro, ch. Ixiii .) 
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Good A le 

Oh, g<nisi and gladdening is the power of good ale, the 
tn»c and p ro per drink of Englishmen. He is not deserving 
of the name of Englishman who speaketh against ale, that 
it, good ale, like that which has just made merry the 
torts of this poor family ; and yet there are beings, 
calling themselves Englishmen, who say that it is a sin 
to drink a cup of ale, and who, on coming to this passage, 
wfl be tempted to fling down the book and exclaim, ‘ The 
SBSt& is evidently a had man, for behold, by his own con~ 
h -ion. he it not only fond of ah himself, but he is in the 10 
habit of tempting other people with it.' Alas ! alas ! 
what a number <*f mIIy indiv iduals there are in this world ; 

1 wonder what they would have had me do in this instance 
^iven the afflicted family a cup of cold water ? go to ! 
They could hav< found water in the road, for there was 
a pellucid spring only a few yards distant from the house, 
aa they were well aware—but they wanted not water ; 
what should 1 have given them ? meat and bread ? go to ! 
They I'M' not hungry ; there was stifled sobbing in their 
bosoms, and tlx first mouthful of strong meat would have 20 
fhflfcri thorn. What should I have given them ? Money ! 
what right had 1 to insult them by offering them money ? 
Advice ! words, words, words ; friends, there is a time 
for everything ; there is a time for a cup of cold water ; 
then is a time for strong meat and bread ; there is a time 
for advice, and then is a time for ale ; and I have generally 
1 that the tim* for advice is after a cup of ale. I do 
not say many cups; the tongue then speaketh more 
moothly, and the ear listeneth more benignantly ; but 
why do I attempt to reason with you ? do I not know 30 
you for conceited creatures, with one idea—and that 
a foolish one ;—a crotchet, for the sake of which ye would 
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sacrifice anything, religion if required—country ? There 
fling down my book, I do not wish ye to walk any farther 
in my company, unless you cast your nonsense away, 
which ye will never do, for it is the breath of your nostrils * 
fling down my book, it was not written to support a crotchet* 
for know one thing, my good people, I have invariably been 
an enemy to humbug. ( Lavengro , ch. hviii.) 


Ale 

Ah ! there is nothing like youth—not that after-life is 
valueless. Even in extreme old age one may get on very 
io well, provided we will but accept of the bounties of God. 
I met the other day an old man, who asked me to drink. 

I am not thirsty, said I, * and will not drink with you.' 

you will, said the old man, ‘ for I am this day one 
hundred years old ; and you will never again have an 
opportunity of drinking the health of a man on his hun¬ 
dredth birthday.’ So I broke my word, and drank. ‘Yours 
is a wonderful age,’ said I. ‘It is a long time to look back to 
the beginning of it,' said the old man; ‘ yet, upon the whole, 
I am not sorry to have lived it all.’ ‘ How have you passed 
20 your time ? said I. ‘ As well as I could,’ said the old 

always enjoying a good thing when it came honestly 
within my reach ; not forgetting to praise God for putting 

I suppose you were fond of a glass of good ale 
when you were young ? ’ ‘Yes,’ said the old man, ‘ I was; 
and so, thank God, I am still.’ And he drank off a glass 


man 


it there 


of ale. 


(Romany Rye, ch. xxx.) 


A Tinker's Life 

Tinker. It ’s a fine thing to be a scholar. 

Myself. Not half so fine as to be a tinker. 

Tinker. How you talk ! 

3c Myself. Nothing but the truth ; what can be better than 
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TINKER’S LIF 



own 


master ? Now a tinker is his own master, 

a scholar is not. Let us suppose the b< ' 

a school master, for exampl* for I suppose _ 
that no one can be higher in scholarship than a school- 

naster; do you call his a pleasant life ? I don’t; we should 




call him a school 


schoolmaster. Only 


» him in hlMtd weatlxr like this, in his close scIkkiI 


teaching chi 



to write in copy-books 




good manners, or 


communica- 

You cannot touch pitch 


defilement or to j>< 11 out of Abecedariums, or to io 

readout of Jack Smith, or Sandford and Merton. Only 

* * * /■ _____ _ _ — 

conceive him, I say, 




uise from morning 

night, without any rational enjoyment but to beat the 

Would you compare such a dog’s life as that with 

_ _the happiest under heaven—true Eden life, as 

the Germans would any—pitching your tent under the 

_ a m m * V M A Hk ^ ML *mm. ML K ^ %. / "It f 

pleasant hedgerow 
tribes, collecting all the leaky 


vom own 





B*inf nd joining, earning your honest bread by the 


whole ne sweat of your brow 



hey, 


20 


cryiri 


__ the tinker had covered his face with his hands, 

and begun to sob and moan like a man in the deepest 
diation ; the breast of hi wife was heaved with emotion ; 
even tl;< c hildn n were agitated, the youngest began to roar. 

^ ^ m m % _ a _ _ _ _ 


Myself. 


at ’» the matter with you ; what are you 


about ? 

Tinker (uncovering his face). Lord, why to hear you 
talk i n’t that enough to make anybody cry—even the 
poor babes ? Yes, you said right, ‘tis life in the garden of 30 
Eden—the tinker’s ; I see so now that I am about to give 

it up.*. \ \ jji .■'■'!> !! ; k, 2 .j %\ - ;•' [ 

Myself. Give it up! you must not think of such a 

thing, j r H. if jj« I |; j l ■ a.|i > \ Hr-i .)jj. \ : 

Tinker . No, I can’t bear to think of it, and yet I must; 
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what ’s to be done ? How hard to be frightened to death 


to be driven off the roads. 


Myself . Who 
Tinker . Who 


{■ Lavengro , ch. Ixviii ,) 


The Romany 


The strength of the ox, 
The wit of the fox, 

And the leveret’s speed,— 
Full oft to oppose 
To their numerous foes. 
The Romany need. 

Our horses they take. 

Our wagons they break. 
And ourselves they seize. 
In their prisons to coop, 
Where we pine and droop. 
For want of breeze. 


When the dead swallow 
The fly shall follow 
O’er Burra-panee, 

Then we will forget 

The wrongs we have met 

And forgiving be. (The Targum .) 


The Flaming Tinman 

I stood stock-still, supporting the shaft of the little cart 
in my hand, and bending the right side of my face slightly 
towards the ground ; but I could hear nothing ; the noise 
which I thought I had heard was not one of those sounds 
which I was accustomed to hear in that solitude—the note 
of a bird, or the rustling of a bough ; it was—there I heard 
it again, a sound very much resembling the grating of 
30 a wheel amongst gravel. Could it proceed from the road ? 


THE FLAMING TINMAN 
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Oh no ! 


too 
moving 


B 4A I VJt it C-lt A m % * x ”* 

_ _ Jong it. Again I listened, and 

MW I distinctly heard the sound of wheels, which seeme 

Ml inc the dingle ; nearer and nearer they drew, 


presen 


murmur v<u< <— Anon 1 hMrt •fc^n rous sho*. whkfc 


■ft ff iM d t' 1 pro< » eo 


H ere 


are Iriks at hand,' said 1, letting the shaft of the cart fall to 
the ground . ’ 1- it possible that they can be coming here . 

My doubts 00 that point, if I entertained any, were soon 10 

dispelled; the wheels, which had ceased moving foe 


moment 


evidently moving down the winding patn wnicn tea w ray 
TQtreal Ijcsving my cart, I came forward and placed myself 
near the entrance of the open space, with my eyes fixed on 
tli** pat 1 down which my unexpected, and I may say un- 
I come, visitors were coming. Presently I heard a stamping 
or sliding, if of a horse in some difficulty ; andthenaloud 
irse, and the n t moment appeared a man and a horse 
and cart , da fomv r holding tlie Ik ad of tin- horse up to to 
ent him from falling, of which he was in danger, owing 

t • 1 pref ipitous nature of the path. Whilst thus occupied^ 

_ _ « V 


head 


e man was averted from me. When, however, 


had reached the bottom of the < 
d. and perceiving me, as I stood 


about 


sudden 


upon 


m 



forward 


said a voice from 


behind, apparently that of a female ; * you arc stopping 30 

. * * 


be 



upoi 


- j --— ~ ^ F-- * 

And 1 saw* th head of another horse overtopping the back 


of I he cart 


' Why don't you move forward, Jack ? ’ said another 
Foice also of a female, yet higher up the path. 
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The man stirred not, but remained staring at me in the 
posture which he had assumed on first perceiving me, his 
body very much drawn back, his left foot far in advance 
of his right, and with his right hand still grasping the halter 

of the horse, which gave way more and more, till it was 
clean down on its haunches. 


What 


heard. 


said the voice which I had last 


‘ Get back with you, Belle, Moll,’ said the man, still 
io staring at me, ‘ here’s something not over-canny or com¬ 
fortable/ 

‘ What is it ? said the same voice ; ‘ let me pass, Moll, 
and I’ll soon clear the way,’ and I heard a kind of rushing 
down the path. 

‘ You need not be afraid/ said I, addressing myself to the 
man, ‘ I mean you no harm ; I am a wanderer like yourself 
come here to seek for shelter—you need not be afraid; 
I am a Roman chabo by matriculation—one of the right 
sort, and no mistake—Good-day to ye, brother ; I bid ye 
20 welcome/ 

The man eyed me suspiciously for a moment—then, turn¬ 
ing to his horse with a loud curse, he pulled him up from his 
haunches, and led him and the cart farther down to one side 
of the dingle, muttering as he passed me, ‘ Afraid ! H’m! ’ 

I do not remember ever to have seen a more ruffianly 
looking fellow ; he was about six feet high, with an im¬ 
mensely athletic frame ; his face was black and bluff, and 
sported an immense pair of whiskers, but with here and 
there a grey hair, for his age could not be much under fifty. 
30 He wore a faded blue frock-coat, corduroys, and highlows; 
on his black head was a kind of red night-cap, round his 
bull neck a Barcelona handkerchief; I did not like the look 
of the man at all. 

* Afraid,’ growled the fellow, proceeding to unharness his 


horse 


that was the word, I think/ 
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But other ftgnvts were now already upon the scene. 
Dashing past the oth« r horse and cart, which by this time 
frf/* reached the bottom of the pass, appeared an exceed¬ 
ingly tall woman, or rather girl, for sh< could scarcely have 
haen sbov < ight n; sho was dressed in a tight bodice 
and a blue Stuff gown ; hat, bonne i. <>r cap she had none, 
and her hair, wbieh was flaxen, hung down on h< r shoulders 
u: - ined ; her complexion was fair, and her feature 
mdsome, with a determined but open expression—she 
foItSMld ! \ another female, aliOdl forty, Stout and 
vulgar looking, at whom I scarcely glanced, my whole 
attention being abaorbed by the tall girl. 

' What *s the matte r, Jack ? * said the latter, looking at 
Mm man. . 

' Only draid, that’s all,’ said the man, still proceeding 

with his work. 

‘ Afraid at what—at that lad ? why, he looks like a ghost 
—I would engage to thrash him with one hand.’ 

* You might beat me with no hands at all,’ said I, * fair 
(hmsd, only by looking at me.—I never saw such a face 
and fi ■ , lioth regal—why, you look like Ingcborg, Queen 

"! , <■ 1.- li.id twelve bfloth< rs, ytm know, and could 

hek them all, though they were heroes— 


' On Dovrefeld in Norway, 
W re once togeth* r seen, 

T he twelve heroic brothers 
Of Ingeborg the queen.’ 


’ None of \our chaffing, young fellow,' said the tall girl, 
' or I will. give you what shall make you wipe your face ; 
he civil, or you will rue it.' 

Well, perhaps I was a peg too high,' said I, ‘ I ask your 
pardon —here’s something a bit lower— 

* As I was jawing to the gav yeck diwus 
I mi on the drom miro Romany chi-.' 

I 


a*79*30 
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* None of your Romany chies, young fellow/ said the tall 
girl, looking more menacingly than before, and clenching 
her fist, * you had better be civil, I am none of your chies; 
and though I keep company with gipsies, or, to speak more 
proper, half-and-halfs, I would have you to know that I 
come of Christian blood and parents, and was born in the 
great house of Long Melford/ 

‘ I have no doubt,' said I, * that it was a great house; 
judging from your size, I shouldn’t wonder if you were bom 
io in a church.' 

‘ Stay, Belle,’ said the man, putting himself before the 
young virago, who was about to rush on me, * my turn is 

i 

first ’ ;—then, advancing to me in a menacing attitude, he 
said, with a look of deep malignity, “ Afraid " was the word, 
wasn't it ? ’ 

' It was,’ said I, ‘ but I think I wronged you; I should 
have said, aghast, you exhibited every symptom of one 
labouring under uncontrollable fear.’ 

The fellow stared at me with a look of stupid ferocity, and 
20 appeared to be hesitating whether to strike or not: ere he 
could make up his mind, the tall girl started forward, 
crying, ‘ He’s chaffing ; let me at him ’ ; and, before I 
could put myself on my guard, she struck me a blow on the 
face which had nearly brought me to the ground. 

* Enough, ’ said I, putting my hand to my cheek; ‘ you have 
now performed your promise and made me wipe my face; 
now be pacified, and tell me fairly the grounds of this quarrel. 

‘ Grounds ! ’ said the fellow ; ‘ didn’t you say I was 

afraid ; and if you hadn’t, who gave you leave to camp on 

30 my ground ? ’ 

f Is it your ground ? ’ said I. 

f A pretty question,’ said the fellow ; ‘ as if all the world 

didn’t know that. Do you know who I am ? 

‘ I guess I do,’ said I ; ‘ unless I am much mistaken, you 
are he whom folks call the “ Flaming Tinman To tell you 
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the truth. I'm glad we have met, for I wished to see you. 
These are your two wives, I suppose; I grt 1 1 them. There’s 
no harm done—there’s room enough here for all of us—we 
ffrall toon be good friends, I dare say ; and when we are a 
ttle better acquaint I 11 tell you my history.’ 

Well, if that doesn t beat all! ’ said the fellow. 

* I don't think he's chaffing now,’ said the girl, whose 
anger seem* d to have subsided on a sudden ; ‘ the young 

man speaks civil enough.’ 1 * ■ - : ' u 

C il,’ said tie fellow, with an oath ; * but that's just 10 
like you ; with you it is a blow, and all over. Civil ! I sup¬ 
pose you would have him stay here, and get into all my 
secreta, and h< all I may have to say to my two morts.' 

' 1 wo mon ' said the girl, kindling up, * where are they ? 

* tk i one, and no more. I am no mort of yours, what¬ 
ever someone < lse may be. I tell you one thing, Black John 
or Anaelo,—for t’other an t your name,—the same thing I 
told the young man here, be civil, or you will rue it.' 

The f' How looked at tin girl furioudy, but his glance soon 
quailrd befoo hers ; he withdrew his eyes, and cast them 20 
On my little b otw , which was feeding among the trees. 

* What’s th * — he, rushing forward and seizing the 
animal. * Why, a** I’m alive, this is the horse of that mump¬ 
ing villain Slingsby,* •.; L 

It s his no longer ; I bought it and paid for it.' 

'Its mine now,’ said the fellow ; ‘ I swore I would 
seize it the next time I found it on my beat ; aye, and beat 
the master tooJl i i; [. n t d * i 1 "' ? 



* I am not 
' All *s one for that.’ 

' You don’t say you will beat me ? ' 

* Afraid was the word.’ 

1 I’m sick and feeble.’ 

" Hold up your fists.' 

* Won’t the horse satisfy you ? * 


3 *> 


I 2 
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* Horse nor bellows either/ 

* No mercy, then ? ' 

‘ Here ’s at you/ 

‘ Mind your eyes, Jack. There, you’ve got it. I thought 
so/ shouted the girl, as the fellow staggered back from 
a sharp blow in the eye. * I thought he was chaffing at 
you all along.’ 

‘ Never mind, Anselo. You know what to do—go in,’ 
said the vulgar woman, who had hitherto not spoken a word, 
io but who now came forward with all the look of a fury ; ‘ go 
in apopli ; you’ll smash ten like he.’ 

The Flaming Tinman took her advice, and came in bent 
on smashing, but stopped short on receiving a left-handed 
blow on the nose. 

‘ You’ll never beat the Flaming Tinman in that way,’ 
said the girl, looking at me doubtfully. 

And so I began to think myself, when, in the twinkling 
of an eye, the Flaming Tinman disengaged himself of his 
frock-coat, and, dashing off his red nightcap, came rushing 
20 in more desperately than ever. To a flush hit which he 
received in the mouth he paid as little attention as a wild 
bull would have done ; in a moment his arms were around 
me, and in another he had hurled me down, falling heavily 
upon me. The fellow’s strength appeared to be tremendous. 

‘ Pay him off now,’ said the vulgar woman. The Flaming 
Tinman made no reply, but planting his knee on my breast, 
seized my throat with two huge horny hands. I gave myself 
up for dead, and probably should have been so in another 
minute but for the tall girl, who caught hold of the handker- 
30 chief, which the fellow wore round his neck, with a grasp 
nearly as powerful as that with which he pressed my throat. 

‘ Do you call that fair play ? ’ said she. 

f Hands off, Belle,’ said the other woman ; * do you call 
it fair play to interfere ? hands off, or I’ll be down upon 
you myself.’ 
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hard 


Bat Belle paid no heed to the injunction, and tugged so 

t handkerchief that the Flaming Tinman was 


+ r 
J 


Murlv throttled; suddenly relinquishing his hold of me, 
h • on his f t, and aimed a blow at my fair pre¬ 
set' <r, who avoided it, but said coolly : 

Ur 

' 1 laid) i «*th< i basinets first, and then I’m your woman 



wncnc 


\* r »u like ; but finish it fairly—no foul play when 
I'm by—I 11 1 • the boy ond, and Moll can pick you Up 
when he happens to knock you down.’ 

kai 


ri 


tic during th nc \t t< n minutes rtf d with con- io 


Mtarabk fury, but n so happened that <hiring this time 
I was newer able to knock the 1 laming Tinman down, but 

<i tie (out! •; ree<i\rd six knockdown blows myself. 

* I can ni land this/ said I, as I sat on the knee of Belle, 
I ari iratd 1 miM gi\. in ; tip I laming Tinman hits very 

and I si ' out a mouthful of blond 


i< - nough you'll never beat the Flaming Tinman in 
tl < wax you fight—it ’s of no use flipping at tin Flaming 
linman with your hit hand; why don’t you use your 

right ? * hi Mj iL . i f. j ‘.V; ik'I 


20 


* Because I’m not handy with it/ said I ; and then 
gating u, I on<« moo nfronted the Flaming Tinman, 
anil Mruck him six blows for his one, but they were all left- 
handed I 'lows, and 1 he blow which the Flaming Tinman 
gave me knocked me oft my legs. 

N$0"W, w'lll you uae Fong M< Iford ? ’ '.aid Belle, picking 

me up. U \i y-ij i\ i 1 F u g ’• ;F fe 

1 dan’t know what you mean by Long Melford/ said I, 

gasping for breath. J l\ ^ j j = 

M thi' long right of yours/ said Belle, feeling my 30 

right arm— if you do, I shouldn’t wonder if you yet stand 
a chance.’ 


And now the Flaming Tinman w r as once more ready, 
much more reach than myself. I, however, rose from my 
second s kne< as xvcll as my weakness would permit me. 
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On he came, striking left and right, appearing almost as 
fresh as to wind and spirit as when he first commenced the 
combat, though his eyes were considerably swelled, and his 
nether lip was cut in two ; on he came, striking left and 
right, and I did not like his blows at all, or even the wind of 
them, which was anything but agreeable, and I gave way 
before him. At last he aimed a blow, which, had it taken 
full effect, would doubtless have ended the battle, but owing 
to his slipping, the fist only grazed my left shoulder, and 
io came with terrific force against a tree, close to which I had 
been driven ; before the Tinman could recover himself, I 
collected all my strength, and struck him beneath the ear, 
and then fell to the ground completely exhausted, and it 
so happened that the blow which I struck the Tinker beneath 
the ear was a right-handed blow. 

‘ Hurrah for Long Melford ! ’ I heard Belle exclaim; 
* there is nothing like Long Melford for shortness all the 
world over.’ 

At these words, I turned round my head as I lay, and 
20 perceived the Flaming Tinman stretched upon the ground 
apparently senseless. * He is dead/ said the vulgar woman, 
as she vainly endeavoured to raise him up ; * he is dead; 
the best man in all the north country, killed in this fashion, 
by a boy.' Alarmed at these words, I made shift to get on 
my feet ; and, with the assistance of the woman, placed 
my fallen adversary in a sitting posture. I put my hand to 
his heart, and felt a slight pulsation—‘ He ’s not dead,’ said 
I, ‘ only stunned ; if he were let blood, he would recover 
presently.’ I produced a penknife which I had in my 
30 pocket, and, baring the arm of the Tinman, was about to 
make the necessary incision, when the woman gave me 
a violent blow, and, pushing me aside, exclaimed, ‘ I’ll tear 
the eyes out of your head if you offer to touch him. Do you 
want to complete your work, and murder him outright 
now he’s asleep ? you have had enough of his blood, 
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a 3 rcid\ 4 You arc mad/ laid I, ' I only seek to do him 
fervice Well, if you won t let him be blooded, fetch some 
ua'i r and fling it i; his face, you know where llie pit is/ 

4 A pretty manoeuvre/ said the woman ; ‘ leave my mard 
in the hands of you and that limmer. who has never been 
*. < r|v ] should find him strangled, or his throat cut, 

vihea I came bade/ ‘ Do you go/ said I to the tall girl, 

4 take the can and fetch some wat< r from the pit/ ' You 
had better go yourself,* said the girl, wiping a tear as she 
)<*>ked on the v< t < nseleas form of the Tinker ; 4 you had io 
better go yours< If, if you think water will do him good. 

I had by this time somewhat recovered my exhausted 
[towers, and, taking the ran, I bent my steps as fast as I 
fpdd to the pit; arriving then . I lay down on the brink, 
look a long draught, and then plunged my head into the 
water; aft< r which I filled the can, and bent my way back 

toth< ; ]< 1 r< I could reach the path which led down 

in: .its d< j i las, I had to pass some way along its side! ; I had 
arrived at a part immediately over the scene of the last 
eocoMter, where ilie bank, overgrown with trees, sloped 20 
precipitously down. Here I heard a loud sound of voices 
in th< <lingl< 1 st< pped, and laying hold of a tree, leaned 
over the bank and listened. The two women appeared to 
be in hot dispute in the dingh*. 4 It was all owing to you, you 
limmer/ said th< \ulgar woman to tlie other ; 4 had you 
not interfered, the old man would soon have settled the boy.'* 
I'm for fair play and Long Melford/ said the other. 

If your old man, as you call him, could have settled the 
boy fairly, he might, for all 1 should have cared, but no foul 
work for m and as for sticking the boy with our gulleys 30 
when he comet back, as you proposed, I am not so fond of 
your old man or you that I should oblige you in it to my 

soul's destruction/ * Hold your tongue, or I'll - *; I 

listened no farther, but hastened as fast as I could to the 
dingle. My adversary had just begun to show signs of 
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animation 


him 


and occasionally cast glances of anger at the tall girl, who 
was walking slowly up and down. I lost no time in dashing 
the greater part of the water into the Tinman’s face, where¬ 
upon he sneezed, moved his hands, and presently looked 


round him. At first his looks were dull and heavy, and with¬ 


out any intelligence at all ; he soon, however, began to 
recollect himself, and to be conscious of his situation; he 


cast a scowling glance at me, then one of the deepest 
io malignity at the tall girl, who was still walking about 
without taking much notice of what was going forward. 
At last he looked at his right hand, which had evidently 
suffered from the blow against the tree, and a half-stifled 
curse escaped his lips. The vulgar woman now said some¬ 
thing to him in a low tone, whereupon he looked at herfor 
a moment, and then got upon his legs. Again the vulgar 
woman said something to him ; her looks were furious, and 
she appeared to be urging him on to attempt something. 
I observed that she had a clasped knife in her hand. The 
20 fellow remained standing for some time as if hesitating what 
to do; at last he looked at his hand, and, shaking his head, 
said something to the woman which I did not understand. 
The tall girl, however, appeared to overhear him, and, 
probably repeating his words, said, ‘ No, it won’t do; you 
are right there, and now hear what I have to say—let by¬ 
gones be bygones, and let us all shake hands, and camp here, 
as the young man was saying just now.’ The man looked 


at her, and then, without any reply, went to his horse, which 
was lying down among the trees, and kicking it up, led it 
30 to the cart, to which he forthwith began to harness it. The 
other cart and horse had remained standing motionless, 
during the whole affair which I have been recounting, at the 
bottom of the pass. The woman now took the horse by the 
head, and leading it with the cart into the open part of the 
dingle, turned both round, and then led them back till the 
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horse 
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cart had mounted a little way up the ascent ; she 
d still and appeared to be expecting the man. 


'} hiring ibis proceeding Belle ha* stood 



saying m 

Larness< d his hors*; 


at last, perceiving that the man had 


t) 


i i 

I • 


t» 


about 


ou are 


Receiving no ansv< r, she 


continued 


VOU 


1 K)t ll 



his mort, tl is not treating me over civilly— 
bo«r< ver, I am r« vtdy to put up with it, and go with you if you io 
like, for I bear no mal e. 1 m sorry for what has happened, 
but you hav< only yourselves to thank for it. Now, shall 
I go with you, only tell me ? 1 he man made no manner of 

reply, but fl • d li h<-ne. The woman, however, whose 

passions were probably under less control, replied, with 


SO " 1 







curse ot I idas ding to you— stay with the bit of a mullo 
i you lu lped, and my only hope is that he may gulley 

to l)c-- Have you with us, indeed ! 



coni' ■ 


afi< r what’s pastl no, nor nothing belonging to you. Fetch 20 

^ — — mm mm a 


down 


She then whipped on tin horse and ascended the pass, 
followed by the man. The carts vm re light, and they were 


>ng in ascending 


I 



owed to see 


that they' took their departure Arriving at the top, I found, 
near th< trance, a small donkey-cart, which I concluded 
belor^ed to the girl. The tink< r and his mort were already 

distance : 1 stood looking after them for a little 


some 


time. 



T> 


t ------ ---p -- ^ - J 

to the bottom of the dingle. Arrived there, I found 30 


seated 


Her hair was all 


• ’ 




die was in tears. 


* They were bad people,’ said she, 4 and I did not like 
than, but they wi re my only acquaintance in the wide 

ill I h LLavcngro, ch. Ixxxv.) 
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In the evening of that same day the tall girl and I sat 
at tea by the fire, at the bottom of the dingle; the girl on 
a small stool, and myself, as usual, upon my stone. 

The water which served for the tea had been taken from 
a spring of pellucid water in the neighbourhood, which 
I had not had the good fortune to discover, though it was 

well known to my companion, and to the wandering people 
who frequented the dingle. 


‘ This tea is very good,’ said I, ‘ but I cannot enjoy it 
10 much as if I were well ; I feel very sadly.’ 


as 


‘ How else should you feel,’ said the girl, ‘ after fighting 
with the Flaming Tinman ? All I wonder is that you can 
feel at all ! As for the tea, it ought to be good, seeing that 
it cost me ten shillings a pound.' 


‘ That's a great deal for a person in your station to pay.’ 

In my station ! I’d have you to know, young man—how¬ 
ever, I haven’t the heart to quarrel with you, you look so 
ill ; and after all, it is a good sum to pay for one who travels 
the roads ; but if I must have tea, I like to have the best; 


n^^ r ^1 fi ^ ^ j f I am used to it, though I can’t help 
thinking that it sometimes fills my head with strange 
fancies—what some folks call vapours, making me weep and 

_ _ y 

cry. 


* Dear me,’ said I, ‘ I should never have thought that one 
of your size and fierceness would weep and cry! ’ 

My size and fierceness ! I tell you what, young man, 
you are not over civil this evening ; but you are ill, as I said 
before, and I shan’t take much notice of your language, at 
least for the present ; as for my size, I am not so much 
30 bigger than yourself ; and as for being fierce, you should 
be the last one to fling that at me. It is well for you that 
I can be fierce sometimes. If I hadn’t taken your part 
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icair.-t Blazing Bfevilk', fM wouldn’t M mwv taking fa 

■Ubi, is t II 11 [ f B| 3f’ * ?! u '* | cS | *9 |E|| j h Sb 

* jt j s true that you eruck me in the face first, but we 11 

J< t that pass. So that mat frame is Bosville ; what s 


your 


' Iso pel Berners.’ 


How 


ung 


VOU 


going 


_ w .Hi is, and much good 

f< r my name, I got it from my mother/ 
* Your mother’s name, then, was I sop 



Isopel Berners/ £ \ [T- *1 ( ; T ( ^ • f % 1 e > 

* But had you never a father ? * 

* \rn, I had a father,’ said the girl, sighing, ‘ but I don’t 

bear his name.’ ; ' r -" ^ ^ • ■? r ’ ; *y: •/H 

* H u the fashion, theft, in your country for children to 

bear their mother’s name f * ; • ^ l \ ? 

* If you ask such quest inns, young man, I shall be angry 20 

with you. I have told you my name, and whether my 
father's or mother's, 1 am not ashamed of it.’ 

\ * It is a noble name.’ 1 j j s y ;; J * *?! 1 ■ ]. . |_ \ i | 

* Th« t* \< .. an right, young man. The chaplain in the 

great house, wh< r< 1 v\,is born, told me it was a noble name ; 
it was odd < notigh, he said, that the only three noble names 
in the county v * i< to be found in tin great house ; mine 
was one ; the oth< r two were 1 )< vereux and Bohun.’ 
f What do >u mean by the great house ? ’ 

‘ The Wftrkhoun 30 

Is it possible that you weffr born there ? 

* Y< young man ; and as you now speak softly and 
indlv, I will tell you my whole tale. My father was an 

ofiho ; of th< sea, and was killed at sea as tie was coming 
home to mam* my mother, Isopel Berners. He had been 
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acquainted with her, and had left her; but after a f 
months he wrote her a letter to say that he had no resT 
and that he repented, and that as soon as his ship came to 
port he would do her all the reparation in his power. Well 
young man, the very day before they reached port they met 
the enemy, and there was a fight, and my father was killed 
after he had struck down six of the enemy’s crew on their 
own deck ; for my father was a big man, as I have heard 
and knew tolerably well how to use his hands. And when 
io my mother heard the news she became half distracted and 
ran away into the fields and forests, totally neglecting her 
business, for she was a small milliner ; and so she ran 
demented about the meads and forests for a long time, now 

sitting under a tree, and now by the side of a river_at last 

she flung herself into some water and .would have been 
drowned had not some one been at hand and rescued her, 
whereupon she was conveyed to the great house, lest she 
should attempt to do herself further mischief, for she had 
neither friends nor parents—and there she died three 
20 months after, having first brought me into the world.- She 
was a sweet, pretty creature, I’m told, but hardly fit for this 
world, being neither large, nor fierce, nor able to take her own 
part. So I was born and bred in the great house, where 
I learnt to read and sew, to fear God, and to take my own 
part. When I was fourteen I was put out to service to 
a small farmer and his wife, with whom, however, I did not 
stay long, for I was half-starved, and otherwise ill-treated, 
especially by my mistress, who one day attempting to knock 

me down with a besom, I knocked her down with my fist, 
30 and went back to the great house.’ 

And how did they receive you in the great house ? * 

Not very kindly, young man—on the contrary, I was 
put into a dark room, where I was kept a fortnight on bread 
and water ; I did not much care, however, being glad to have 
got back to the great house at any rate—the place where I 
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bom and whcr 
house J continued 

fearig God, and t 


reading and sewing, 


again 


ime 


did not live long, less time, I believe 


ones being obliged to leave lor- 

' Knocking your mistreii down ? 

' No, youa^ man, knocking my master down. This time 
I did not go back to the great hou-' having a misgiving 10 
that they would n» ■ receive me, so I turned my back to the 
great house whcr< I waa born and where my poor mother 
died, and wandered for s< v< ral days 1 know not whither, 

Mpporting myself on a few halfpence which I chanced to 
have in my pocket. It happened one day, as I sat under 
a hedge crying, having spent my last farthing, that a com¬ 
fortable-1 >king elderly woman came up in a cart, and, 
seeing tie state in which I was, she stopped and asked what 
was the matter with me. 1 told her some part of my story, 
whereupon she said, ‘ Cheer up, my dear, if you like you 20 
shall go with me and wait upon me.’ Of course I wanted 
little |»ersuasion, so I got into the cart and went with her. 

ST • k me to London and various other places, and I soon 
found that t he was a travelling woman who went about the 
country wit! ilks and linen. I was of great use to her, more 
especially in those places where wc met evil company. 
Once, as we were coming from Dover, we were met by two 
sailors, wh" t opped our cart and would have robbed and 
stripped us. ‘ Let me get down,’ said I ; so I got down and 
fought with them both t ill they turn< round and ran away. 30 
Two are I lived with the old g< ntlewoman, who was very 
kind to me, alnv as kind as a mother ; at last she fell sick 
it a place in Lincolnshire, and after a few days died, leaving 
me hf r cart and stock-in-trade, praying me only to see her 
decently buried—which I did, giving her a funeral fit for 
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3. gentlewoman. Afterwhichl travelled the country-—melan 
choly enough for want of company, but so far fortunate that 

I could take my own part when anybody was uncivil to me. 
At last, passing through the valley of Tormorden, I formed 
the acquaintance of Blazing Bosville and his wife, with 
whom I occasionally took journeys for company’s sake, for it 
is melancholy to travel about alone, even when one can take 
one’s own part. I soon found they were evil people; but, 
upon the whole, they treated me civilly, and I sometimes 
io lent them a little money, so that we got on tolerably well 
together. He and I, it is true, had once a dispute, and 
nearly came to blows; for once, when we were alone, he 
wanted me to marry him, promising, if I would, to turn off 
Gray Moll, or, if I liked it better, to make her wait upon me 
as a maidservant ; I never liked him much, but from that 
hour less than ever. Of the two I believe Gray Moll to be 
the best, for she is at any rate true and faithful to him, and I 
like truth and constancy—don’t you, young man ? 

* Yes,’ said I, ‘ they are very nice things. I feel very 
20 strangely.’ 

* How do you feel, young man ? ’ 

' Very much afraid.’ 

‘ Afraid, at what ? At the Flaming Tinman ? Don't 
be afraid of him. He won’t come back, and if he did, he 
shouldn’t touch you in this state. I’d fight him for you; 
but he won’t come back, so you needn’t be afraid of him.’ 

I’m not afraid of the Flaming Tinman.’ 

‘ What, then, are you afraid of ? ' 

‘ The evil one.’ 

3 ° * The evil one ! ’ said the girl. ‘ where is he ? ’ 

* Coming upon me. 

‘ Never heed,’ said the girl, ‘ I’ll stand by you.’ 

(Lavengro , ch. Ixxxvi.) 
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I 


down on mv stone, with 


I knew perfectly well that it could have com< from no other 


Berner 


tarn ? 


] airport 


an 


eternal farewell! I 1 v*a» afraid to open the letter, lest 


mv ex 


htter, pat tin 

]< ngt h i 



lx; 

vil 


There I sat with the 

At 



d at the direction, which was written in a fine 


bold hand, and was directed, as 



e old woman had said, 


to t 


near 



young 


in th< count \ »-l 





Occurred to me, that, after all. the letter might not contain 

_ ^ * * a a 

farewell 

i me to jc 




it I 







reque 
presently said 1 ore 
my weakness. 



bW* * 



! 


1 1 l>e s<) 


have written, 


? 



t 


no 





bocaim 



l>e 



So as t hei 



er 




a cons 





Why not at once ? 

time has stood rid J 
decisive plunge, suddenly takes it, I tore open the letter 

almost before I was aware. I had no sooner done so than 20 


a p 




HI out. I examin' d it ; it contained a lock of 


bright flaxen, hair 
the lock 




10 good 
bosom. 


the letter, which ran as follows : 


* TO TIIE YOUNG MAN IN MUMPER'S DINGLE. 

• Sir,—I send these lines, with the hope and trust that 
they will find >u w< 11, oven as I am myself at this moment, 
and hi much better spirits, for my own are not such as I 
could wish they were, being sometimes rather hysterical 
and vapourish, and at oth< r times, and most often, very low. 30 
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I am at a seaport, and am just going on shipboard • and 

when you get these I shall be on the salt waters, on my wav 

to a distant country, and leaving my own behind me, which 
I do not expect ever to see again. 

‘ And now, young man, I will, in the first place, say 
something about the manner in which I quitted you. It 
must have seemed somewhat singular to you that I went 
away without taking any leave, or giving you the slightest 
hint that I was going ; but I did not do so without con- 
io siderable reflection. I was afraid that I sliould not be able 
to support a leave-taking ; and as you had said that you 
were determined to go wherever I did, I thought it best not 
to tell you at all * for I did not think it advisable that you 
should go with me, and I wished to have no dispute. 

‘ In the second place, I wish to say something about an 
offer of wedlock which you made me ; perhaps, young man, 
had you made it at the first period of our acquaintance, 
I should have accepted it, but you did not, and kept putting 
off and putting off, and behaving in a very strange manner, 
20 till I could stand your conduct no longer, but determined 
upon leaving you and Old England, which last step I had 
been long thinking about ; so when you made your offer 
at last, everything was arranged—my cart and donkey 
en g a g e( I to be sold—and the greater part of my things 
disposed of. However, young man, when you did make it, 

I frankly tell you that I had half a mind to accept it; at 
last, however, after very much consideration, I thought it 
best to leave you for ever, because, for some time past, 

I had become almost convinced, that though with a wonder- 
30 ful deal of learning, and exceedingly shrewd in some things 
you were—pray don’t be offended—at the root mad! and 
though mad people, I have been told, sometimes make very 
good husbands, I was unwilling that your friends, if you had 
any, should say that Belle Berners, the workhouse girl, took 
advantage of your infirmity; for there is no concealing 
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t‘ .? I was bom and bred up in a workhouse , notwith¬ 


standing that, m 
k - i K>d as the best 
name is a nob it* 


blood 


and as 


you having yourself told me that my 




was 

an A that to be called 


same 


the bear being a mighty strong 


a great 

animal on which account our foreltthers called all their 

as bears. 






gbting 




letting natters <>f blood 


poor 


— H ' W r V 

for the honour you did her in making that same offei , for, 

an honour to receive an honourable offer. 


jffl 4 


r all, it is 


w! hi Could s. * clearly yours w with no fioriness nor 
.,i< m it; but, on the contrary, entire sincerity. She 


Qfiaa you that she shall always bear it and yourself in 
mind, win t h<-i on land or water ; and as a proof of the good- 
she bears to you, she lias sent you a lock of the hair 
1 wears on her head, which you were <*ften looking 

and were pleased to rail flax, winch word she SUpposCS 




you meant as a compliment, even as the old people meant 
to paaa a compliment to their great folks, when they called 
them bears ; though sh<* cannot help thinking that they 
might have found an animal as strong as a bear, and some¬ 
what 1* ss uncouth, to call tie ir great folks afler : even as 

she thinks yourself, amongst yom great StOte of words, 

nkht hav< brand something a little more genteel to call 


ii rather a 



n flax, which, though strong 
g and common kind of article, 
r proof of the good-will she b 


hbc tends you, along with the lock, a piece of advice, which 


v >rt h 


own 


There's Bible in 


young 


tods 


>\r 


erybody who meddled with 


21 79 * 3 ° 


K 
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him. And see how David feared God, and took his own 

part against all the bloody enemies which surrounded him_ 

so fear God, young man, and never give in ! The world 
can bully, and is fond, provided it sees a man in a kind of 
difficulty, of getting about him, calling him coarse names, 
and even going so far as to hustle him : but the world, like 
all bullies, carries a white feather in its tail, and no sooner 
sees the man taking off his coat, and offering to fight its 
best, than it scatters here and there, and is always civil to 
to him afterwards. So when folks are disposed to ill-treat you, 
young man, say, ‘ Lord have mercy upon me ! ' and then 
tip them Long Melford, to which, as the saying goes, there 
is nothing comparable for shortness all the world over ; and 
these last words, young man, are the last you will ever have 
from her who is, nevertheless, 

( Your affectionate female servant, 

‘ Isopel Berners/ 
{Romany Rye , ch. xvi.) 

The Bible in Spain 

I commenced the Bible in Spain. At first I proceeded 
slowly,—sickness was in the land, and the face of nature 
20 was overcast,—heavy rainclouds swam in the heavens,— 
the blast howled amid the pines which nearly surround my 
lonely dwelling, and the waters of the lake which lies before 
it, so quiet in general and tranquil, were fearfully agitated. 

‘ Bring lights hither, O Hayim Ben Attar, son of the 
miracle ! ’ And the Jew of Fez brought in the lights, for 
though it was midday I could scarcely see in the little room 
where I was writing.— 

A dreary summer and autumn passed by, and were 
succeeded by as gloomy a winter. I still proceeded with 
30 the Bible in Spain . The winter passed, and spring came 
with cold dry winds and occasional sunshine, whereupon 
I arose, shouted, and mounting my horse, even Sidi Habis- 
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ntfBc, I scoured all the surrounding district, and thought 

but little of the Bible in Spain. 

- • 1 rod* al*oit the country, over the heaths, and 

through the gre en lanes of my native land, occasionally 
siting friends at a distance, and sometimes, for variety’s 
•ake, 1 stayed at home and amused myself by catching 
huge pike, which li« perdue in certain d ee p ponds skirted 
with l**fty reeds, upon my land, and to which there is 
a communication from th< lagoon by a d> -p and narrow 
u.iterooune.—I had almost forgotten the Bible in Spain. 
Then came the summer with much heat and sunshine, 





and tlien I would lie for hours in the sun and recall the 


Mnny days I hnd iprnt in Andalusia, and my lltt night s 
were continually reverting to Spain, and at Iasi I remem¬ 
bered that the Bible in Spain was still unfinished ; where- 
npon I arose and said . ' This loitering profiteth nothing ’— 
and 1 hastened to my summer-house by the side of the 
lake, and there I thought and wrote, and every day I 
repaired to t!i< same place, and thought and wrote until 
[ had finished the Bible xn Spain. 

{The Zincalt. I'rcfact to second edition.) 


U |\ The Druid's Stone 

Ami proceeding about a lengiu and a half, a blast came 
booming from the north, rolling before it immense clouds 
of dust ; happih it did not blow in our faces, or it would 
have be* difficult to proceed, so great was its violence. 

had 1* ft the road in order to take advantage of one of 
thoae short cuts, which, though passable for a horse or 
a mule, are far too rough to permit any species of carriage 
to tra\<l along them. We were in the midst of sands, 

' wkwood, and huge pieces of rock, w'hich thickly studded 
the ground. These a tin -tones which form the sierras 30 
f Spain and Pofluj 1; thoae singular mountains which 
riv in naked horridness, like the ribs of some mighty carcass 

k 2 
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from which the flesh has been tom. Many of these stones, 
or rocks, grew out of the earth, and many lay on its surface 
unattached, perhaps wrested from their bed by the waters 
of the deluge. Whilst toiling along these wild wastes, I 
observed, a little way to my left, a pile of stones of rather 
a singular appearance, and rode up to it. It was a druidical 
altar, and the most perfect and beautiful one of the kind 
which I had ever seen. It was circular, and consisted of 
stones immensely large and heavy at the bottom, which 
10 towards the top became thinner and thinner, having been 
fashioned by the hand of art to something of the shape of 
scollop shells. These were surmounted by a very large flat 
stone, which slanted down towards the south, where was 


a door. Three or four individuals might have taken shelter 
within the interior, in which was growing a small thorn tree. 

I gazed with reverence and awe upon the pile where the 
first colonists of Europe offered their worship to the un- 
known God. The temples of the mighty and skilful Roman, 
comparatively of modem date, have crumbled to dust in 
20 its neighbourhood. The churches of the Arian Goth, his 
successor in power, have sunk beneath the earth, and are 
not to be found; and the mosques of the Moor, the con¬ 


queror of the Goth, where and what are they 


rock, masses of hoary and vanishing ruin. 


? Upon the 
Not so the 


Druid's stone; there it stands on the hill of winds, as 


strong and as freshly new as the day, perhaps thirty 
centuries back, when it was first raised, by means which 


are a mystery. Earthquakes have heaved it, but its cope- 
stone has not fallen ; rain floods have deluged it, but failed 
30 to sweep it from its station ; the burning sun has flashed 
upon it, but neither split nor crumbled it ; and time, stem 
old time, has nibbed it with his iron tooth, and with what 
effect let those who view it declare. There it stands, and 
he who wishes to study the literature, the learning, and the 
his tory of the ancient Celt and Cymbrian, may gaze on its 



THE DR l ID’S STONE 


149 


broad covering and gl< an from that blank stone the whole 
koown amoun' Th« Roman has left behind him his 
dostii ‘ writing!, his history, and his songs ; the Goth 
kfii liturgy, hi»traditi< and the germs of noble institu¬ 
tes : the Moor his chivalry, his discoveries in medicine, 

Wr 

and the mdoti^ns c.f modem commerce; and where is 
thr memorial of th< Druidic races ? Yonder : that pile of 
- ■ nial stone ! (1 he Bible in Spain, ch. vii.) 

Antonio the Gipsy 

Ann a stay of throe w< < ks at Badajoz, I prepared to 
depart for Madrid late one afternoon, as I was arranging 10 
my scanty baggage, th- ipsy Antonio entered my apart- 
flwnt. dratted in his zamarra and high-peaked Andalusian 

:-hat. hjf ^ ’ ’ , ; ; : . . - •’ . : h ,' « • . : . '■£ . j 

Antonio. Good evening, brother ; they tell m< that on 
the calli< ■ <• ( day after to-morrow ) you intend to set out for 

Madrilati. \ \ ■ jjj jp- | 

hi f . Such is my intention ; I can stay here no longer. 
Antonio. The way is far to Madrilati : there are, more¬ 
over. war in the land and many chorics ( thieves) walk 
about ; arc you not afraid to jourm y ? 20 

Mytdf. I have no fears; every man must accomplish 

1 !< tiny : what befalls my b ly or toul was written in 

a gabicote (book) a thousand years before the foundation 
of the world, 

Antonio. I have no h ars myself, brother ; the dark night 

is the same to me as the fair day, and the wild carrascal 

as th< market-place or the chardy ( fair \; I have got the 

bar lac hi in my bosom, t) preciou lone to which sticks 
the.needle, j \ , . ■ : . t ;. / £ ) 

f ’<1: Vou mean the loadstone, I suppose. Do yon 30 
1 telleV* that a lif(less stone can preserve you from the 
dangers which occasionally threaten your life ? 

Antonio. Brother, I am fifty years old, and you see me 




150 


ANTONIO THE GIPSY 

standing before you in life and strength; how could that 
be unless the bar lachi had power ? I have been soldier and 
contrabandista, and I have likewise slain and robbed the 
Busne. The bullets of the Gabine {French) and of the jara 
canallis {revenue officers ) have hissed about my ears without 
injuring me, for I carried the bar lachi. I have twenty 
times done that which by Busnee law should have brought 
me to the filimicha {gallows), yet my neck has never yet 
been squeezed by the cold garrote. Brother, I trust in the 
10 bar lachi, like the Calore of old : were I in the midst of the 
gulf of Bombardo {Lyons), without a plank to float upon, 
I should feel no fear; for, if I carried the precious stone, 
it would bring me safe to shore : the bar lachi has power, 
brother. 

Myself. I shall not dispute the matter with you, more 
especially as I am about to depart from Badajoz : I must 
speedily bid you farewell, and we shall see each other no 


more. 


Antonio. Brother, do you know what brings me hither ? 
20 Myself. I cannot tell, unless it be to wish me a happy 
journey : I am not gipsy enough to interpret the thoughts 
of other people. 

Antonio. All last night I lay awake, thinking of the 
affairs of Egypt ; and when I arose in the morning I took 
the bar lachi from my bosom, and scraping it with a knife, 
swallowed some of the dust in aguardiente, as I am in the 
habit of doing when I have made up my mind ; and I said 
to myself, I am wanted on the frontiers of Castumba 
{Castile) on a certain matter. The strange Caloro is about 
30 to proceed to Madrilati; the journey is long, and he may 
fall into evil hands, peradventure into those of his own 
blood ; for let me tell you, brother, the Cales are leaving 
their towns and villages, and forming themselves into troops 
to plunder the Busne, for there is now but little law in the 
land, and now or never is the time for the Calore to become 
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oner mm what they wok in forner tim - : so 1 said, the 
strange Caioro may fall into tin hands of his own blood, 
and be ill treated by them, which were shame : I will 
* ( fore CO with him thi>ugh the ( him del Manro ( Estre - 


mudura 


as 


f.1 r as th 





>ntiers o 


f Ca 





upon 

frontiers of < tumba I will h ave the London Caloro to 


fed Iiia own wa\ to Madrilati. for there is 

•' 



ss 



in 


Castumba than in the (him del Manro, and I will then 
betake me to the affairs of Egypt which call me from hence. 

Jlf>•*' This is a very hopeful plan of yours, my friend ; 10 
and in what manner do you projxise that we shall travel ? 

Antom 1 will tell you, brother ; I have a gras in HI 
•tall, even the on which I punch a s< d at Oliven^as, as I told 
you on .1 former < ion ; 11 is good and fle et, and cost me, 
u <»ni .1 gij fifty 1 hule (d tfoi) ; upon that pi as you 



Shall rid. 


\ self 


Uytdf. L on I answ< 1 you, 1 shall wish you to inform 

S' ii is w hich renders your presence necessary 



me w hat 1 

in Castumb 1 ■ *ur son-in-law, Paco, told me that it was 

A nion » 
acquaint 
or an ass 



• 1 to w; 



IT. 


20 


or w I -~ ^ ^ I > t V/ U, A IKJL OV 

. or p( radventun ii n lates to a mule or a macho ; 


** fe** not relate to yourself, therefore I advise you not to 


inquij .bout it. 


(7 he Bihlc in Spain , ch. ix.) 



Throughout tfe day I pn - d the burra forward, only 

•topping one. in order to feed the animal ; but, notwith- 
Standing that she played her part very 

and I was III ’ lifif 




about two leagues from Tal 



came on 


avera. As the 


san went down, tin told bciSM intense ; I dn w the old *0 
ppsy cloak, which I still wore, closer around me but 




inadequate to protect me from the incle 
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mency of the atmosphere. The road, which lay over a plain, 
was not very distinctly traced, and became in the dusk 
rather difficult to find, more especially as cross roads 
leading to different places were of frequent occurrence. 
I, however, proceeded in the best manner I could, and 
when I became dubious as to the course which I should 
take, I invariably allowed the animal on which I was mounted 
to decide. At length the moon shone out faintly, when sud¬ 
denly by its beams I beheld a figure moving before me at 
io a slight distance. I quickened the pace of the burra, and 
was soon close at its side. It went on, neither altering its 
pace nor looking round for a moment. It was the figure 
of a man, the tallest and bulkiest that I had hitherto seen 
in Spain, dressed in a manner strange and singular for the 
country. On his head was a hat with a low crown and 
broad brim, very much resembling that of an English 
wagoner ; about his body was a long loose tunic or slop, 
seemingly of coarse ticken, open in front, so as to allow the 
interior garments to be occasionally seen ; these appeared 
20 to consist of a jerkin and short velveteen pantaloons. 
I have said that the brim of the hat was broad, but, broad 
as it was, it was insufficient to cover an immense bush of 
coal-black hair, thick and curly, projected on either side ; 
over the left shoulder was flung a kind of satchel, and in 
the right hand was held a long staff or pole. 

There was something peculiarly strange about the figure, 
but what struck me the most was the tranquillity with 
which it moved along, taking no heed of me, though of 
course aware of my proximity, but looking straight forward 
30 along the road, save when it occasionally raised a huge face 
and large eyes towards the moon, which was now shining 


forth in the eastern quarter. 

‘ A cold night/ said I at last. * Is this the way to 

Talavera ? 

* It is the way to Talavera, and the night is cold. 



A 



A 
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* I am p ng to Talavara,’ said I. ‘as 1 suppose you are 

•o itself.' - M < j I] Vs ■' 3 i* . f V- HII 

Wf 

* I am going 1 hither, so ar- vou, Bueno * 


The t< 

in t reir u 




of the voice which delivt red these words were 
* e a** strange and singular as the figure to 
wh h the \"i<« lx longed ; tin \ wen not exactly th< tones 
Spanish voice, and yet there was s 



m 



f I 


could hardlv lx 1 f< 



; the pronunciation also was 



1 


correct. and the language, though singular, faultless. But 
I was moat atruck with the manner in which the last word, 10 

v | >oken. I had heard something like it before, 
vlien < <r when 1 could by no means remember. A pause 
■ nsiu <) . th< figure stalking on as before with the most 
perfect indifference, and seemingly w 
either to seek or avoid conversation. 




no 




* 


you 


to travel 1 hose roads 


dark ? Ii is said that there are robbers abroad 





you not rat her afraid,' replied the 



, ‘ to travel 


th« • 


t*> Is in tlac dark ?—you who are ignorant of the 




it}', wh 


o ,1 


fo reign < 1 


* 


O 


Of 


How is it that vou know me to be an 

landed I, much surprised. 

I hat 1 no difficult mint 



? ’ 


Sound 


er,’ replied 



figure ; * the 



ou 


voir* \v( T< to tell ii)( who you arc ? 

nothing about me 


•aid I ; • suppose t he tone of your 


you can 


n • sure of lhat, my friend 


manv 



k n o w 




JnDf exrmj lo/ said the figure. 

(feampk , said I ; you speak tw r o languages 




Th 



ire moved on, seemed to 



‘ n said slowly, buctio. 



a 




nam 



one for the house 
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and the other for the street; both are good, but the one by 

which you are called at home is the one which you like best.* 

The man walked on about ten paces, in the same manner 

as he had previously done ; all of a sudden he turned, and 

taking the bridle of the burra gently in his hand, stopped 

her. I had now a full view of his face and figure, and those 

huge features and Herculean form still occasionally revisit 

me in my dreams. I see him standing in the moonshine, 

staring me in the face with his deep calm eyes. At last 
10 he said : 

‘ Es listed tambien de nosotros ? ’ (‘Are you then one 
of us ? ’) ( The Bible in Spain, ch. xi.) 


Mendizabal 

* 

He stood behind a table covered with papers, on which 
his eyes were intently fixed. He took not the slightest 
notice when I entered, and I had leisure enough to survey 
him : he was a huge athletic man, somewhat taller than 
myself, who measure six feet two without my shoes ; his 
complexion was florid, his features fine and regular, his 
nose quite aquiline, and his teeth splendidly white : though 
20 scarcely fifty years of age, his hair was remarkably grey; 
he was dressed in a rich morning gown, with a gold chain 
round his neck, and morocco slippers on his feet. 

After I had been standing about a quarter of an hour, 
Mendizabal suddenly lifted up a pair of sharp eyes, and 
fixed them upon me with a peculiarly scrutinizing glance. 

‘ I have seen a glance very similar to that amongst the 
Beni Israel,’ thought I to myself. ..... 


• • « » • • * 

My interview with him lasted near 
singular discourse passed between us : I found him, as I had 
30 been informed, a bitter enemy to the Bible Society, of 
which he spoke in terms of hatred and contempt, and by 


ly an hour. Some 
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no means a friend to the Christian religion, which I could 
«Miiv mc ount for. I was not discourag i, however, and 
pressed upon him th<- matter which brought me thither, 
and was eventually s<»far successful, as to obtain a promise, 
that at the expir i<>n of a f v months, when he hoped the 
ooontry would be in a mor< tranquil state, 1 should be 
allowed to print the Scriptures. t• $ j j 

As I v ras going away he said, ‘ Yours is not the first 
application I have had : ever since I have held the reins 
f government I ve l> * n pestered in this manner, by 10 
Jin 0 kk calling themselves Evangelical Christians, who 
have of late come Hocking over into Spain. Only last 
week a hunch) ked fallow found his way into my cabinet 
v list I was engaged in important busin< s, and told me 
that Christ was coming. ..... 


And now you have made your 


appear 


yet more With the priesthood, as if they did not abhor me 
cnoqgh ah< adv What a strange infatuation is this which 
drives jnou over lands and waters with Bibles in your hands. 20 

_ of 

W\ good sir, it is not Bibb u< want, but rather guns and 
unpowdsr. to put the labels down with, and above all 


mot* 


th<i>c 


honour 


dispense 



Tin 


.oth' i < ■ j < ountry until * I m 1 rospel have - f r < ** ein ula 1 ion. 


Mt'ndizahal. 


expected 


® years in England without ferrming some 
acquaintance with the phraseology of you good folks. 

(The Bible in Spain, ch. xii.) 


30 


Population of Madrid 

The Spaniard of the lower class has much more interest 
for me, whether manolo, labourer, or muleteer. He is not 
a common being; he is an extraordinary man. He has 
not, it is true, the amiability and generosity of the Russian 
mujik, who will give his only rouble rather than the stranger 
shall want; nor his placid courage, which renders him 
insensible to fear, and at the command of his Tsar, sends 
him singing to certain death. 1 There is more hardness and 
less self-devotion in the disposition of the Spaniard ; he 
io possesses, however, a spirit of proud independence, which 
it is impossible but to admire. He is ignorant, of course; 
but it is singular, that I have invariably found amongst 
the low and slightly educated classes far more liberality 
of sentiment than amongst the upper. It has long been the 
fashion to talk of the bigotry of the Spaniards, and their 
mean j ealousy of foreigners. This is true to a certain 
extent: but it chiefly holds good with respect to the upper 
classes. If foreign valour or talent has never received its 
proper meed in Spain, the great body of the Spaniards are 
20 certainly not in fault. I have heard Wellington calumniated 
in this proud scene of his triumphs, but never by the old 
soldiers of Aragon and the Asturias, who assisted to van¬ 
quish the French at Salamanca and the Pyrenees. I have 
heard the manner of riding of an English jockey criticized, 
but it was by the idiotic heir of Medina Celi, and not by 

a picador of the Madrilenian bull ring. 

(The Bible in Spain, ch. xii.) 

w 

1 At the last attack on Warsaw, when the loss of the Russians 
amounted to upwards of twenty thousand men, the soldiery mounted 
the breach repeating, in measured chant, one of their popular songs : 

* Come, let us cut the cabbage/ &c. (Borrow*s note.) 


' Senoji Don Benito Mol, how do you do ? ’ 

nr 

This Iasi named personage instantly engrossed my 
attention : he was • bulky old man, some what above the 

W‘ 

middle height , with white hair and rudd\ features ; his 
< v" v.. ?. laf« and blue, and whenever h< lived them on 


ag< 


any one* countenan< < , were full of an expression of great 

as il he acre expecting the communication of 

He was dn ^ed commonly enough, 

cloth of a russet colour, 


mport ant 




in a jacket and trousers 
Oft his head was an immense sombrero, the brim of which 
had n much cut and inutilai- d, so as in some places to 


10 


I • semble 1 hr jlgS 1 I 



les of a saw. He returned the 


salutation of the orange-man, and bowing to me, forthwith 
produced two scented wash-balls which he offered for sale 
i rough dissonant jargon, intended for Spanish, but 


which ' wad mot. like the Valencian or Catalan. 

I pon my asking him who lie was, the following conversa¬ 
tion ensued between us: 

VI am a Swiss of Lucerne, Benedict Mol by name, once 

« soldier in the \\ lloon guard, and now a soap-boiler, 20 
P ara aen>r uslcd (at your service).' 

V < speak t he language of Spain very imperfectly,' 
•aid I ' how long have you b< < n in the country ? ' 

‘ Forty-five years,' replied Bene dict; ‘ but when the 
guard was broken up, I went to Minorca, where I lost the 
Spanish language without acquiring the Catalan.' 


^ have 1>» 1 n a soldier of 
how did you like the service ? ’ 



king of Spain,' said J : 


• Not so well. hut that I should have been glad to leave 
wtj . ars ago , the pay was had, and the treatment 30 


worse _ 
mistaken 


now 


the 


158 


BENEDICT MOL 


speech of Lucerne ; I should soon have deserted from the 
service of Spain, as I did from that of the Pope, whose 
soldier I was in my early youth before I came here ; but 
I had married a woman of Minorca, by whom I had two 
children ; it was this that detained me in those parts so 
long ; before, however, I left Minorca, my wife died, and 
as for my children one went east, the other west, and I 
know not what became of them ; I intend shortly to return 
to Lucerne, and live there like a duke/ 

10 * Have you, then, realized a large capital in Spain ? * 

said I, glancing at his hat and the rest of his apparel. 

* Not a cuart, not a cuart ; these two wash-balls are all 


that I possess/ 

‘ Perhaps you are the son of good parents, and have 
lands and money in your own country wherewith to support 
yourself/ 

‘ Not a heller, not a heller ; my father was hangman of 
Lucerne, and when he died, his body was seized to pay his 

debts/ 


20 ‘ Then doubtless/ said I, ‘ you intend to ply your trade 

of soap-boiling at Lucerne : you are quite right, my friend, 
I know of no occupation more honourable or useful/ 

‘ I have no thoughts of plying my trade at Lucerne/ 
replied Bennet ; ‘ and now, as I see you are a German man, 
Lieber Herr, and as I like your countenance and your 
manner of speaking, I will tell you in confidence that I 
know very little of my trade, and have already been turned 
out of several fabriques as an evil workman ; the two wash- 
balls that I carry in my pocket are not of my own making. 

30 In kurtzen, I know little more of soap-boiling than I do of 
tailoring, horse-farriery, or shoe-making, all of which I have 

practised/ 

* Then I know not how you can hope to live like a hertzog 
in your native canton, unless you expect that the men of 
Lucerne, in consideration of your services to the Pope and 
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to the king of Spain, 1 
public expense/ 

' Li< ber H<*rr/ s.ii<! 
by ao means fond of 
and the king of Spain 
guard 

M rn 



me n of Lucerne are 


pen se 


returned 


stl, but when I go, it dial] be in a coarh drawn by six 
tnuJ. - uith a treasure, a mighty s< hatz which lies in the 
church of vitot James of < ompostdla. in Galicia/ 

‘ 1 pe pm do not intend to rob the church/ said I • 

1 t w m __ 9 


IO 


how 


, m .. 

■ « Iimnml and tin liberals have been beforehand with 

_ _ % A ^ 


you. 


inform 


be found in the rathcdi.ds of U,an a few paltry 

ornaments and plated utensils/ J 

' Mv . . 1 Crn — **•",' .'.ml !!. ni'ilirt, ' if is no chweh 

Metz, and no person living, sav. myself, knows of its 
< xistrix <• : - -' - • • 

soldiers wh ._ 

Coinradrs of the Walloon 


nearly thirty years ago, amongst the sick 

1 »o Madrid, was one of my 


I • I ' - 1 ' 1 ( * • 1 11 1 ' J 

tte I r. n< I, to 1 ortugal ; he was ary sick and shortly died 

' ' r ' I’realled In- last, be Mot forme and 

upon hie‘death l>ed told me thai himself and two other 

. d "' 1 “' ,h ot whom had since been killed, had buried 

fo. C-rtam chure^M bo y which 

??*** '■ k C ° n ' " 1 " f g°' d moidores 
* a pack., of huce diamonds from the Brazils • the 

2^ C ° nUin ' a CO) ''“ r kettl * I listened 
*^* y ears ' and from that mom. nt, I may say I have 

EE <” <¥"e »»n ™, „ 

1 cnee *t r £®^ ptlon °* th ' - P lac <' where it I s, that v re 
mv hand ° mPO ! telU ' Sh ° ulf! have no 'hfhculty in putting 

of aetung out o„ th. journey, but someth*, has alwa^ 


i6o 
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happened to stop me. When my wife died, I left Minorca 
with a determination to go to Saint James, but on reaching 
Madrid, I fell into the hands of a Basque woman, who 
persuaded me to live with her, which I have done for 
several years ; she is a great hax, 1 and says that if I desert 
her she will breathe a spell which shall cling to me for ever. 
Dem Got sey dank, she is now in the hospital, and daily 

expected to die. This is my history, Lieber Herr/ 

(The Bible in Spain, ch . xiii.) 


Revolution of the Gyanja 

The Granja, or Grange, is a royal country seat, situated 
io amongst pine forests, on the other side of the Guadarama 
hills, about twelve leagues distant from Madrid. To this 
place the queen regent Christina had retired, in order to 
be aloof from the discontent of the capital, and to enjoy 
rural air and amusements in this celebrated retreat, a monu¬ 
ment of the taste and magnificence of the first Bourbon 
who ascended the throne of Spain. She was not, how¬ 
ever, permitted to remain long in tranquillity , her own 
guards were disaffected, and more inclined to the prin¬ 
ciples of the constitution of 1823 than to those of 
20 absolute monarchy, which the moderados were attempting 
to revive again in the government of Spain. Early one 
morning, a party of these soldiers, headed by a certain 
4 Sergeant Garcia, entered her apartment, and proposed that 
she should subscribe her hand to this constitution, and 
swear solemnly to abide by it. Christina, however, who 
was a woman of considerable spirit, refused to comply with 
this proposal, and ordered them to withdraw. A scene of 
violence and tumult ensued, but the regent still continuing 
firm, the soldiers at length led her down to one of the courts 
30 of the palace, where stood her well-known paramour, 

1 Witch. Ger. Hexe. ( Borrow’s note.) 
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Mu&os, bound and blindfolded. * Sw ir to the constitution, 
vou f fac-rog iit.' vociferated the swarthy sergeant. ' Never! ’ 


1 tl 


f 

J 


o 


t 

A 


e spirited daught< r of tlie Neapolitan Bourbons, 
i your < rt< jo shall ! ’ replied the sergeant. * Ho ! 
v lad 1 * get ready your arms, and send four bullets 


rnirh t 



ft w 


s l)rain.' Munos was forthwith led to 
d compelled to kneel down, the soldie rs levelled 
niusflt< i■- .ind anotli11 moimni would have consigned 


i tir # i 1 I 
gall 


4 i 


n 


1 


unfortunate wight to eternity, when Christina, forget- 
fttcrjfthing but the feelings of her woman’s heart, 

start'd forward with a shriek, exclaiming: 


Idd nlv 


jo 


If id. hold! I 



I sign ! ’ 


The day after this < vent I < ntered the Puerta del Sol at 
about noon. Then i- always a crowd there about this hour, 
it it is gen< rally a ry qun t motionless crowd, consisting 


of li les 1 ' idlers calmly smoking their cigars, or listening to 
or n tailing the——in gen< ral—very dull news of the capital \ 
bftt on the day of which I am sj>< aking the mass was no 


longer in< 



Th< 


tion, and acveral people were running about shouting, 20 
l ffts fft < onttiiucion ! ’—a cry which, a few days previously, 
would hftve been visited on the utterer with death, the city 
ha\ in foi some ftp ’ past b< > n subjected to the rigour of 

martial law. 1 occasionally heard the words. ‘ La Granja / 

I* Cranja ! * Which words were sure to be succeeded by 
tin fthout of ' 1 1 1 la covttitucion ! * Opposite the Casa 


m 


about 


waving 



caps in the air and joining the common cry, in which they 
WmeimnuTzftd b\ their commander, a handsome young 30 


1 1 r d 


m — —^ •* m m r m M w m J J 1 ™ W J J % 1 \ ■ ■ nr IE 

out with gr< lee, * Long live the constitutional queen ! 

Lotif li\< the constitution ! * 

crowd was rapidly increasing, and several nationals 

__ _ ■ _ — 






uniform 


2 >79-3° 
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arms, of which they had been deprived, as I have already 
stated. * What has become of the moderado govern¬ 
ment ? ' said I to Baltasar, whom I suddenly observed 
amongst the crowd, dressed as when I had first seen him, in 
his old regimental great coat and foraging cap ; * have the 
ministers been deposed and others put in their place ? ’ 

* Not yet, Don Jorge,* said the little soldier-tailor ; * not 
yet; the scoundrels still hold out, relying on the brute bull 
Quesada and a few infantry, who still continue true to 

io them ; but there is no fear, Don Jorge ; the queen is ours, 
thanks to the courage of my friend Garcia, and if the brute 
bull should make his appearance—ho ! ho ! Don Jorge, 
you shall see something—I am prepared for him, ho ! ho ! * 
and thereupon he half opened his great coat, and showed 
me a small gun, which he bore beneath it in a sling, and 
then moving away with a wink and a nod, disappeared 
amongst the crowd. 

Presently I perceived a small body of soldiers advancing 
up the Calle Mayor, or principal street which runs from the 
20 Puerta del Sol in the direction of the palace ; they might 
be about twenty in number, and an officer marched at 
their head with a drawn sword ; the men appeared to have 
been collected in a hurry, many of them being in fatigue 
dress, with foraging caps on their heads. On they came, 
slowly marching; neither their officer nor themselves 
paying the slightest attention to the cries of the crowd 
which thronged about them, shouting * Long live the 
constitution 1 * save and except by an occasional surly 
side glance : on they marched with contracted brows and 
30 set teeth, till they came in front of the cavalry, where they 

halted and drew up in a rank. 

* Those men mean mischief,’ said I to my friend D-, 

of the Morning Chronicle, who at this moment joined me , 

4 and depend upon it, that if they are ordered they will 
commence firing, caring nothing whom they hit,—but what 
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can those cavalry f- lows behind them mean, who are 
evidently of the other opinion by their shouting : why don't 
they charge at once this handful of foot people and overturn 
them ? Onoe down, the crowd would wrest from them their 
muskets in a moment. You are a liberal, which I am not ; 
why do you not go to that silly young man who commands 
the horse and give him a word of counsel in time ? * 

1)- turned upon me his broad red good-humoured 

■ jfish countenance, with a peculiarly arch look, as much 

as to say-(whatever you think most applicable, gentle 10 

Nader), then taking me by the arm, ' Let us get,’ said he, 
out of this crowd and mount to some window, where I can 
write down what is about to tak< place, for I agree with you 
1l1.1t misc.Mcf i ' meant. Just opposite the post office was a 
large bouse, fin t he topmost story of which we beheld a paper 
displayed, importing that apartments mn to let ; where¬ 
upon we instantly ascended the* common stair, and having 
agreed with 1 he mistress of t lie Stage for 1 he use of the front 
room for the day, we bolted the door, and the reporter, 
producing his pock <t-book and pencil, prepared to take 20 

notes of the coming events, which were already casting 
tfeeir shadow before. 

We had scarcely been five minutes at the window, when 
we Soddenh heard the clattering of horses' feet hastening 
4 own the street called the Calk do Carrctas. The house in 
which we had stationed ourselves was, as I have already 
observed, just opposite to the post office, at the left of 
h this street debouches from the north into the Puerta 
Sol as the sounds became louder and louder, the cries 
of the crowd below diminished, and a species of panic 30 
seemed to have fallen upon all : once or twice, however 
J could distinguish the words Qucsada ! Quesada ! The 
*)t soldiers stood calm and motionless, but I observed 
that the cavalry, with the young officer who commanded 
nem, displayed both confusion and fear, exchanging with 
: •' • l 2 
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each other some hurried words ; all of a sudden that part 
of the crowd which stood near the mouth of the Calle de 
Carretas fell back in great disorder, leaving a considerable 
space unoccupied, and the next moment Quesada, in 
complete general’s uniform, and mounted on a bright bay 
thoroughbred English horse, with a drawn sword in his 
hand, dashed at full gallop into the area, in much the same 
manner as I have seen a Manchegan bull rush into the 
amphitheatre when the gates of his pen are suddenly 
io flung open. 

He was closely followed by two mounted officers, and at 
a short distance by as many dragoons. In almost less time 
than is sufficient to relate it, several individuals in the 
crowd were knocked down and lay sprawling upon the 
ground, beneath the horses of Quesada and his two friends, 
for as to the dragoons, they halted as soon as they had 
entered the Puerta del Sol. It was a fine sight to see three 
men, by dint of valour and good horsemanship, strike terror 
into at least as many thousands : I saw Quesada spur his 
20 horse repeatedly into the dense masses of the crowd, and 
then extricate himself in the most masterly manner. The 
rabble were completely awed and gave way, retiring by the 
Calle del Comercio and the street of Alcala. All at once, 
Quesada singled out two nationals, who were attempting 
to escape, and setting spurs to his horse, turned them in 
a moment, and drove them in another direction, striking 
them in a contemptuous manner with the flat of his sabre. 
He was crying out, ' Long live the absolute queen ! ’ when, 
just beneath me, amidst a portion of the crowd which had 
30 still maintained its ground, perhaps from not having the 
means of escaping, I saw a small gun glitter for a moment, 
then there was a sharp report, and a bullet had nearly sent 
Quesada to his long account, passing so near to the coun¬ 
tenance of the general as to graze his hat. I had an indis¬ 
tinct view for a moment of a well-known foraging cap just 
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about the spot from whence the gun had been discharged, 
than t ■ was a rush of the crowd, and the shooter, whoever 
he was, escaped discovery amidst the confusion which arose. 

As lor Quesada, he seemed to treat the danger from 
which he had escaped with the utmost conic nipt. He 
glared about him fiercely for a moment, then leaving the 
two nationals, who sneaked away like whipped hounds, 
he went up to the young officer who commanded the 
cavalry, and who had 1 >een active in raising the cry of the 
constitution, and to hnn he addressed a few words with an 10 
i stem menace; the youth evidently quailed before 
him, and probably in obedience to his orders* resigned the 
command of the party, and rode slowly away with a dis- 
< • ted air ; win r< upon Quesada demounted and w r alkcd 
•lowly backwards and forwards before the Casa d< Postas 
with a mien which seemed to bid defiance to mankind. 

Ihi. the glorioi day of Ou ada’s existe nce, his 
gloriooa and last day. I call it the day of his glory, for he 
oertainiy neve t before appeared under such brilliant cir¬ 
cumstances, and lif never lived to see another sun set. 20 
N’o actm of any conqueror or hero on record is to be com¬ 
pared with t Ins f losing sccn< < f the life of Quesada, for who, 
b»v hi * single desperate courage and impetuosity, ever 
beforr Mopped a revolution in full course ? Quesada did : 
best 1 the t < volution at Madrid for on< entire day, and 
brought back the uproarious and hostile mob of a huge 
city to perfect order and quiet. His burst into the Puerta 
d' .1 was the most tremendous and successful piece of 
d trine 1 v< 1 wit nessed. admired so much the spirit of tie 
brat bull ’ that I frequently, during his wild onset, 30 
shouted Viva Quesada ! * for I wished him well. Not that 
I am of any political party or system. No, no ! I have 
lived too long w h Romany Chals and Petulengres to be 
of any politics save Gipsy politics ; and it is well known 
that, luring el* tions, the children of Roma side with both 
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parties so long as the event is doubtful, promising success 
to each ; and then when the fight is done, and the battle 
won, invariably range themselves in the ranks of the 

■ m - 


victorious. 


Quesada 


witnessing, as I did, his stout heart and good horsemanship. 
Tranquillity was restored to Madrid throughout the re¬ 
mainder of the day * the handful of infantry bivouacked 
in the Puerta del Sol. No more cries of long live the 
constitution were heard ; and the revolution in the capital 
io seemed to have been effectually put down. It is probable, 
indeed, that had the chiefs of the moderado party but 
continued true to themselves for forty-eight hours longer, 
their cause would have triumphed, and the revolutionary 
soldiers at the Granja would have been glad to restore the 
Queen Regent to liberty, and to have come to terms, as 
it was well known that several regiments, who still con¬ 
tinued loyal, were marching upon Madrid. The moderados, 
however, were not true to themselves; that very night 
their hearts failed them, and they fled in various directions. 


20 Isturitz and Galiano to France ; and the Duke of Rivas to 
Gibraltar: the panic of his colleagues even infected 
Quesada, who, disguised as a civilian, took to flight. He 
was not, however, so successful as the rest, but was recog¬ 
nized at a village about three leagues from Madrid, and 
cast into prison by some friends of the constitution. In¬ 
telligence of his capture was instantly transmitted to the 
capital, and a vast mob of the nationals, some on foot, some 
on horseback, and others in cabriolets, instantly set out. 
‘The nationals are coming,’ said a paisano to Quesada. 

30 ‘ Then/ said he, * I am lost/ and forthwith prepared 
himself for death. 

There is a celebrated coffee-house in the Calle d’Alcala 
at Madrid, capable of holding several hundred individuals. 
On the evening of the daj^ in question, I was seated there, 
sipping a cup of the brown beverage, when I heard a pro- 



REVOLUTION OF THE GRAN J A 167 


digious noise and clamour in the street; it proceeded from 
th< n :ion;Js. who were returning rom their 


I 1 a few’ minutes I saw a 



of the m enter tlu 



ion. 


tTi *1 Tf' hinir 

1 A I4L1 V. 1 I 11 IL. 


trm in arm, tvuo by two, stamping on 



U'l 7 I \ 
m 1 Li 1 


their ivi 


in a 


kind of measure, 




chorus as they walked round the spacious 
following grisly stanza : 

Que es lo que abaja 
For aquel cerro ? 

Ta ra ra ra ra. 

Son os huesos de Oues; 

Que los trac un perro— 
pH*v' Ta ra ra ra ra l . 

A hi bowl of coffee was ilien called for, which was placed 
upon a tab)' around which gathered the national soldi* 1 
th« f was sil encc for a moment, whicli was interrupted by 

was 
ai 1 ce 


10 


■< ice roaring out, * el panuelo 1 ’ 




forthwith 



if *ome kind ; it was untied, and a gory hand and three or 
four disstlmd fingers made the ir appearance, and with 20 




bowl were stirred up. * Cups ! 
cups t * cried the nationals.— 

Ho, ho, Don Jorge / cried Baltasarito, coming up to me 
with a < ,]> of coffee, pray do me the favour to drink upon 
this glorious occasion. This is a pleasant day for Spain, 

it national- of Madrid. I have seen many 
out none which has given me so much 
Yesterday the brute bad it all his own way. 


and 


s 


have prevailed, as you see, Don 


a hull funcion, 
pleasure as this, 
hut to-day the 
Jorge. Pray dri 

~ ’— _ » * * mm* w 

* t baae lines the following translation, in the style of the old 
ballad, will, perhaps, not be unacceptable : 

^ hat down the hill comes hurrying there ?_ 

'Wfith a hey, with a ho, a sword, and a gun ! 

Quaaada s bones, which a hound doth bear._ 

Hurrah, brave brothers J—the work is done.* 

( Borrow ’s note.) 
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pajandi to play my brethren a tune, and sing a copla. 
What shall it be ? Something in Gitano ? 

Una noche sinava en tucue. 

You shake your head, Don Jorge. Ha, ha; I am young, 
and youth is the time for pleasure : well, well, out of 
compliment to you, who are an Englishman and a monro, 
it shall not be that, but something liberal, something 
patriotic, the Hymn of Riego—Hasta despues, Don Jorge ! ’ 

(The Bible in Spain, ch. xiv.) 


The Cure of Pitiegua 

to A woman directed us to a cottage somewhat superior in 
appearance to those contiguous. It had a small portico, 
which, if I remember well, was overgrown with a vine. 

d 

We knocked loud and long at the door, but received no 
answer ; the voice of man was silent, and not even a dog 
barked. The truth was, that the old curate was taking 
his siesta, and so were his whole family, which consisted 
of one ancient female and a cat. The good man was at 
last disturbed by our noise and vociferation, for we were 
hungry, and consequently impatient. Leaping from his 
20 couch, he came running to the door in great hurry and 
confusion, and perceiving us, he made many apologies for 
being asleep at a period when, he said, he ought to have 
been on the look out for his invited guest. He embraced 
me very affectionately and conducted me into his parlour, 
an apartment of tolerable size, hung round with shelves, 
which were crowded with books. At one end there was 
a kind of table or desk covered with black leather, with 
a large easy chair, into which he pushed me, as I, with the 
true eagerness of a bibliomaniac, was about to inspect his 
30 shelves ; saying, with considerable vehemence, that there 
was nothing there worthy of the attention of an English- 
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man, for that his whole stock consisted of breviaries and 
drv Catholic trellises on divinity. 

9 • ■* 'p f * . W’ 1 4 k . * ? 4 j R IR ' • _ * 

His care now wa> to furnish us with refreshments. In 


a twinkl g, with the amlstance of his old attendant, he 
placed on lhetabh 9ev< r.d plates of cak and confectionery, 
and a number of large uncouth glass bottles, which 1 thought 
bore a strong resemblance to those of Schiedam, and indeed 
1 1 / wn e very sam There,' said he, rubbing his 
hands ; ' I thank God that it is in my power to tr< it you 
in a way which will be ago !<’ to you. In those bottles 10 
there is Hollands thirty years old ’ ; and producing two 
large tlimbi* e, he continued, fill, my friends, and drink, 
drink it every drop if you please, for it is of little use to 


yselfl 


I know that 


- i < rs lo t, ..nd cannot live without it ; there* 

fore, since it docs you good, I am only sorry that there is 


no more.' 


Olserving th at we content 1 ourselves with men ly 

tas it, he looked at us with astonishm<enl, and inquired 
the 1 ion of Our not drinking. We told him that we 20 
seldom drank ardent s|>iri ■- and I added, that as for 
mv-' f I lorn fast 1 «\<n wine, but lilci himself, was 
ORtent with the use of water. He appeared somewhat 
incredtooos, but told us to do < actly what we pleased, 
and to k for what was agr< < able to us. We told him 
that we had not dined, and should be glad of some sub¬ 
stantial u fr hment * I am afraid,' said he, * that I have 

Bothir in t.h< house which will suit j 11 ; however, we 
will go and see.’ 

lh ‘ upon he led us through a small yard at the back 30 
part of his house, which might have been called a garden, 
or orchard, if it had displayed eit her trees or flowers \ but 
it produced nothing but grass, which was growing in 
luxuriance. At one end was a large pigeon-house, which 
rn all entered : * for,’ said the curate, ‘ if we could find 
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some nice delicate pigeons they would afford you an 
excellent dinner.* We were, however, disappointed; for 
after rummaging the nests, we only found very young 
ones, unfitted for our purpose. The good man became 
very melancholy, and said he had some misgivings that 
we should have to depart dinnerless. Leaving the pigeon- 
house, he conducted us to a place where there were several 
skeps of bees, round which multitudes of the busy insects 
were hovering, filling the air with their music. ‘ Next to 
io my fellow creatures/ said he, * there is nothing which 
I love so dearly as these bees ) it is one of my delights to 
sit watching them, and listening to their murmur/ We 
next went to several unfurnished rooms, fronting the yard, 
in one of which were hanging several flitches of bacon, 
beneath which he stopped, and looking up, gazed intently 
upon them. We told him that if he had nothing better 
to offer, we should be very glad to eat some slices of this 
bacon, especially if some eggs were added. ' To tell the 
truth, said he, 1 1 have nothing better, and if you can 
20 content yourselves with such fare I shall be very happy; 
as for eggs you can have as many as you wish, and per¬ 
fectly fresh, for my hens lay every day/ 

So, after every thing was prepared and arranged to our 
satisfaction, we sat down to dine on the bacon and eggs, 
in a small room, not the one to which he had ushered us 
at first, but on the other side of the doorway. The good 
curate, though he ate nothing, having taken his meal long 
before, sat at the head of the table, and the repast was 
enlivened by his chat. ' There, my friends/ said he, 
30 * where you are now seated once sat Wellington and 
Crawford, after they had beat the French at Arapiles, and 
rescued us from the thraldom of those wicked people. 

I never respected my house so much as I have done since 
they honoured it with their presence. They were heroes, 
and .one was a demi-god/ He then burst into a most 
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eloquent panegyric of ELI Gran Lord, as he termed him, 
which I should be very happy to translate, were my pen 
r fpahl# of rendering into English the robust thundering 
sentences of his powerful Castilian. I had till then con¬ 
sidered him a pi.on uninformed old man, almost simple, 
•nH as incapable of much emotion as a tortoise within its 
ffcffl ; but he had become at once inspired : his eyes were 
replete with a bright fire, and < very muscle of his face 
was qui\*ring. The little silk skull-cap which he wore, 
a coording to the custom of the Catholic clergy, moved up 10 
and down with his agitation, and I soon saw that I was 
in the pi< iioe of one of those remarkable men who so 
freqMth ; ring up in the boaom of the Romish church, 
and who to a child-like simplicity unite immense energy 



r of mind, 


fl' N 


or 


o 


K 






equally adapted to guide a scanty 
norant rustics in some obscure village in Italy 

is to COIIV< rt millions «.j h» at! tens on the shot« s 
in. Cb 


f Japan, Coin a, anoParaguay. 

He was a thin, spare man, of about sixty-five, and was 
<li< wd in a black cloak of very coarse materials, nor were 20 
his Other garments of superior quality. This plainness, 
however, in the app< arance of his outward man w r as by 
no means the result of poverty ; quite the contrary. The 
l**® 1 *a very plentiful one, and placed at his disposal 

annually a sum of at least eight hundred dollars, of which 
eighth part was more than sufficient to defray the ex¬ 
poses of his hou and himself; the rest was devoted 
ntii< ly to the purest s ts of charity. He fed the hungry 

wanderer, and dispatched him singing on his way, with 
meat in ihis MftjHi 



a peseta in his purse, and his 30 
1 nshiooers, when in need of money, had only to repair 

his sturh and \\< rt sure of an immediate supply. He 

as, indeed, the bank- r e*f the village, and what he lent 

neither expect Bor wished to be returned. Though 

und( r the neemsity of making frequent journeys to 
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Salamanca, he kept no mule, but contented himself with an 
ass, borrowed from the neighbouring miller. * I once kept 
a mule, said he, ‘ but some years since it was removed 
without my permission by a traveller whom I had housed 
for the night: for in that alcove I keep two clean beds 
for the use of the wayfaring, and I shah be very much 
pleased if yourself and friend will occupy them, and tarry 
with me till the morning.’ (The Bible in Spain , ch. xxi .) 


Luigi Piozzi 

Are you going to Saint James, Giorgio ? If so, you 

io will perhaps convey a message to my poor countryman,’ 

said a voice to me one morning in broken English, as I was 

standing at the door of my posada, in the royal street of 
Coruna. 

I looked round and perceived a man standing near me 

at the door of a shop contiguous to the inn. He appeared 

to be about sixty-five, with a pale face and remarkably 

red nose. He was dressed in a loose green great coat, in 

his mouth was a long clay pipe, in his hand a long painted 
stick. 

20 Who are you, and who is your countryman ? ’ I de¬ 
manded ; ‘ I do not know you.’ 

I know you, however,’ replied the man ; ‘ you purchased 

the first knife that I ever sold in the market place of 

❖ * * * # * 9 

Myself. —Ah, I remember you now, Luigi Piozzi; and 
well do I remember also, how, when a boy, twenty years 
ago, I used to repair to your stall, and listen to you and 
your countrymen discoursing in Milanese. 

Luigi. —Ah, those were happy times to me. Oh, how 
30 they rushed back on my remembrance when I saw you ride 
up to the door of the posada. I instantly went in, closed 
my shop, lay down upon my bed and wept. 
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Mytdf I • no reason why you should so much regret 
tj^we timet. I knew you formerly in England as an 
{tJBorant p©dlar, and occasionally as master of a stall m 

the market-place of a -untry town. I now find you in 
a tea-port of Spain, the proprietor. ^ < mingly, of a con- 
nderabie shop. I cannot sec why you should regret the 

difference. 1! ' y yi ‘•" 1 • ^ ■d ** 'M: yy : 

/ «Mf» (dashing hit pipe on the ground).—Regret the 

dimice! I 1 you knov one thing ? England is the 
h< .1 \ • ! 1 of the Piedmont etc and Milanese, and especially 10 
those of Como. We never li< down to rest but we dream 
of it, whether we are in our own country or in a foreign 
land, at I am now. R< cp 1 the difference, Giorgio! Do 
1 hear -uch words from your lips, and you an Englishman ? 

I v* ild rather b< tie poorest tramper on the roads of 
England, than lord of -ill within ten leagues of the shore 
f the lake of < omo, and much tin same say all my country¬ 
men who have visited England, wherever they now be. 
Regret the difference • I have ten letters, from as many 

mtrvtnen in America, who say they are rich and thriv- 20 
it nd principal nun and merchants; but every night, 
when thilr heads arc repaying on their pillows, their souls 
mmtUmdra, hurrying away to England, and its green lanes 
and farm-yards. And there they an with their boxes on 
he ground, displaying their looking-glasses and other 
goods t<» the honest rustics and their dames and their 
daughters, and selling away and chaffering and laughing 
just as of old. And there they are again at nightfall in 
the hedge alehouses, eating their toasted cheese and their 
bread, and drinking the Suffolk ale, and listening to the 30 
rearm ^>ng and merry jests of the labourers. Now, if 
hey regret England so who are in America, which they 
own to be a happy country, and good for those of Piedmont 
and of Como, how much more must I regret it, when, after 
the lapse of so many years, I find myself in Spain, in this 
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. frightful town of Coruna, driving a ruinous trade, and 
where months pass by without my seeing a single English 
face, or hearing a word of the blessed English tongue. 

(The Bible in Spain, ch. xxvi.) 


The Runaway Guide 

Here we entered a Gallegan cabin for the purpose of 
refreshing the animal and ourselves. The quadruped ate 
some maize, whilst we two bipeds regaled ourselves on 
some broa and aguardiente, which a woman whom we 
found in the hut placed before us. I walked out for a few 
minutes to observe the aspect of the country, and on my 
io return found my guide fast asleep on the bench where 
I had left him. He sat bolt upright, his back supported 
against the wall, and his legs pendulous, within three 
inches of the ground, being too short to reach it. I remained 
gazing upon him for at least five minutes, whilst he enjoyed 
slumbers seemingly as quiet and profound as those of 
death itself. His face brought powerfully to my mind 
some of those uncouth visages of saints and abbots which 
are occasionally seen in the niches of the walls of ruined 
convents. There was not the slightest gleam of vitality 
20 in his countenance, which for colour and rigidity might 
have been of stone, and which was as rude and battered 
as one of the stone heads at Icolmkill, which have braved 
the winds of twelve hundred years. I continued gazing 
on his face till I became almost alarmed, concluding that 
life might have departed from its harassed and fatigued 
tenement. On my shaking him rather roughly by the 
shoulder he slowly awoke, opening his eyes with a stare 
and then closing them again. For a few moments he was 
evidently unconscious of where he was. On my shouting 
30 to him, however, and inquiring whether he intended to 
sleep all day instead of conducting me to Finisterra, he 
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dgtpped upon his 1 *. Hatched up his hat, which lav on 
he table, and instantly ran out of the door, exclaiming, 

• y. I remember—follow me, captain, and 1 will lead 

you to 1 adsterra in no time/ I looked after him, and per¬ 
ceived th t h< was hurrying at a considerable pace in tlie 
direction in which we had hitherto been proceeding. 
•Stop/ said I, ‘stop! will you have me here with the 
pony ? Stop, we have not paid the reckoning. Stop ! ' 

H , however, never turned his head for a moment, and in 
lot than a minute w > out of sight. The* pony, which 10 
DU tied i - rib at on* end of the cabin, began now to 


m ■; m 


f *v 


t 


icallv, to plunge, and to enact its tail and mane 
Angular manner. It tore and strained at the 
halter till I waa apj hensive that atrangulation would 
tOMi, * W oman/ I exclaimed, ‘ where arc you, and what 
is the meaning of all tins ? ’ But th* hostess had likewise 
disappeared, and though I ran about the choz.i, shouting 
rn • If hoarse, no answer was returned. The pony still 


continued t*> <!>am and to strain at the halter more 

violently than ever. * Am I bes* t with lunatics ? ’ I cried, 20 


and flinging down a peseta on the table, unloosed the halter, 
and attempted to introduce the bit into the mouth of the 
animal. This however, I found impossible to effect, 
Pleased from the halter, the pony made at once for 
the door. Id t* of all the efforts which I could make to 
detain it. * If you abandon me/ said I, ‘ I am in a pretty 
situation ; but there is a remedy for everything ! 9 with 
which words I sprang into the saddle, and in a moment 
more t he creature was bearing me at a rapid gallop in the 
direct ion, as I supposed, of Finisterra. My position, how- 30 
ever diverting to the reader, was rather critical to myself. 

I was on the back of a spirited animal, over w r hich I had 
•o control, dashing along a dangerous and unknown path. 

I lid not discover the slight< -t vestige of my guide, nor 
did I pass any one from whom I could derive any informa- 
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tion. Indeed, the speed of the animal was so great, that 
even in the event of my meeting or overtaking a passenger, 
I could scarcely have hoped to have exchanged a word with 
him. * Is the pony trained to this work ? ' said I mentally. 
‘ Is he carrying me to some den of banditti, where my throat 
will be cut, or does he follow his master by instinct ? * 
Both of these suspicions I however soon abandoned; the 
pony’s speed relaxed, he appeared to have lost the road. 
He looked about uneasily : at last, coming to a sandy 
10 spot, he put his nostrils to the ground, and then suddenly 
flung himself down, and wallowed in true pony fashion. 
I was not hurt, and instantly made use of this opportunity 
to slip the bit into his mouth, which previously had been 
dangling beneath his neck; I then remounted in quest of 
the road. 

This I soon found, and continued my way for a con¬ 
siderable time. Having crossed the moor, I came rather 
abruptly upon a convent, overhanging a deep ravine, at 
the bottom of which brawled a rapid stream. 

20 It was a beautiful and picturesque spot: the sides of 
the ravine were thickly clothed with wood, and on the 

other side a tall, black hill uplifted itself. The edifice was 

<# 

large, and apparently deserted. Passing by it, I presently 
reached a small village, as deserted, to all appearance, as 
the convent, for I saw not a single individual, nor so much 
as a dog to welcome me with his bark. I proceeded, how¬ 
ever, until I reached a fountain, the waters of which gushed 
from a stone pillar into a trough. Seated upon this last, 
his arms folded, and his eyes fixed upon the neighbouring 
30 mountain, I beheld a figure which still frequently recurs 
to my thoughts, especially when asleep and oppressed by 
the nightmare. This figure was my runaway guide. 

Myself .—Good day to you, my gentleman. The weather 
is hot, and yonder water appears delicious. I am almost 
tempted to dismount and regale myself with a slight draught. 



T H E R U N A W AY GUIDE 


177 


Guide .—Your worship can do no better. The day is, as 
say, hot you can do no better than drink a little of 
f water. I have myself just drunk. I would not, 
how* v* r, ad vis* you to give that pony any, it appears 
heated and blown. ' m 55?“ > ? ' ‘ 


hi /' It may "• 11 be so. 1 have been galloping at 
least two leagues in pursuit of a fellow who engaged to 
guide me to Fiofrtcrra, but who detected me in a most 
singular manner, so much so, that I almost believe him to 
bi •» till* f and 00 tru< nun. 1 OQ do not haj>]>t n to have io 
seen him ? 

Guide What kind of a man might he be ? 

Mytdf \ 1 ihick fellow, very much like yourself, 

with a hump upon his back, and, excuse me, of a very ill- 
favoured countenance. v . - f r - 

(tuide Ha, h i ’ 1 know him. He ran with me to this 


f antain, w h< r* h* has just 1* ft m That man, Sir Cavalier, 
is no thief. If 1). i$ anything ai all, he is a Nuveiro, — a 
1 ilow whond upon the clouds, and is occasionally whisked 

t" a\ h\ -i gu ■ f wind Should you « \ < i 1 r a \ 1 1 \\ il b that SO 




Bin, never alio him more than one glass of anise 
a time, or he will infallibly mount into the clouds and 
ne you, and then he will ride and run till he comes to 
a water-brook, or knocks his head against a fountain 
then * • draught, and he is hnnaelf again. So you are 



going to 1 inisterra, Hr Cavalier. Now, it is sin 
,r ough. th a t a <.i\,i]]«r much of \ r 0QC appearance engaged 

7 " to oonduct him th' n t In- morning, I however, lost him 

on (the; way. nSodt 




1 to me our b' 1 plan to travel 
tcjgetli' r until you find your own guide and I find my own 30 

m *** rr {The Bible in Spain, ch. xxix.) 


- • * Q '%0 
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I was suddenly seized roughly by the shoulder and 
nearly dragged from the bed. I looked up in amazement, 
and by the light of the descending sun I beheld hanging 
over me a wild and uncouth figure ; it was that of an 
elderly man, built as strong as a giant, with much beard 
and whiskers, and huge bushy eyebrows, dressed in the 
habiliments of a fisherman ; in his hand was a rusty 

musket. 

Myself .—Who are you and what do you want ? 

10 Figure .—Who I am matters but little. Get up and 

follow me ; it is you I want. 

Myself .—By what authority do you thus presume to 

interfere with me ? 

Figure —By the authority of the justicia of Finisterra. 
Follow me peaceably, Calros, or it will be the worse for you. 

* Calros/ said I, ‘ what does the person mean ? * I thought 
it, however, most prudent to obey his command, and 
followed him down the staircase. The shop and the portal 
were now thronged with the inhabitants of Finisterra, men, 
20 women, and children ‘ the latter for the most part in 
a state of nudity, and with bodies wet and dripping, having 
been probably summoned in haste from their gambols in 
the brine. Through this crowd the figure whom I have 
attempted to describe pushed his way with an air of 

authority. 

On arriving in the street, he laid his heavy hand upon 
my arm, not roughly, however. ‘ It is Calros ! it is Calros! 
said a hundred voices ; * he has come to Finisterra at last, 
and the justicia has now got hold of him.’ Wondering 
30 what all this could mean, I attended my strange con¬ 
ductor down the street. As we proceeded, the crowd 
increased every moment, following and vociferating. Even 
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^V were brought to the doors to obtain a view of 
what was going forward and a glance 1 at t he redoubtable 
Calrot, I was particularly struck by the eagerness de¬ 
layed by one man, a cripple, who, in spite of the entreaties 
of hif wife, mixed with the crowd, and having lost his 
crutch. ped forward on one leg, exclaiming,—' Carracho / 


Utmbtm ! voy yo i 9 ^ ’ ; ,r : ' ,i: ' '*■ 

We at last reached a house of rather larger size than the 


r< 


ri f 


oor 


< nt# ] 

C !■ »» > 


I 


having 


hurry 




he endeavoured to repulse the crowd who strove to 
with us. This he effected, though not without con- 
abb difficulty^, being once or twice compelled to have 


reiouneto the butt of his musket, to drive back unautho¬ 
rized intruders. I now looked round the room. It was 
rather scantily furnished: I could see nothing but some 
tubs and barrels, the mast f a boat, and a sail or two. 


Seated upon th< tubs wen* three or four men coarsely 
dressed, like fishermen or shipwrights. The principal 
personage wa i • surly ill-tempered looking fellow of about 20 
Mrt\ -five, whom eventually 1 discover* <1 to be the alcalde 

w - J 

f I terra, and lord of the house in w’hich we now were. 

In a comer I caught a glimjrse of my guide, who was 
evidently in durance, two stout fishermen standing before 
Mm, one with a musk* 1 and the other with a boathook. 
After I had looked about me for a minute, the alcalde, 
mg hb whiskers a twist, thus addremed me :— 

* Who are you, where is your passport, and what brings 
you to Finisterra ? *| '! ; )\ * - : h j ' . ^ ^ || [. 

v*df -—I am an Englishman. Here is my passport, 30 
and I came to see Finisterra. ; sd || 

Th r< med to discomfit them for a moment. 

They looked at each oth< r, then at my passport. At 
length the alcalde, striking it with his finger, bellowed 

forth 1 E '• Li! II.: j ; ' & si EmS ►.,! Ii 
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*8o THE ARREST 

This is no Spanish passport; it appears to ‘be written 
in French/ 

Myself, —I have already told you that I am a foreigner. 
I of course carry a foreign passport. 

Alcalde. —Then you mean to assert that you are not 
Calros Rey. 

Myself. —I never heard before of such a king, nor indeed 
of such a name. 

m 

Alcalde. —Hark to the fellow: he has the audacity to 

io say that he has never heard of Calros the pretender, who 
calls himself king. 

Myself. —If you mean by Calros, the pretender Don 
Carlos, all I can reply is, that you can scarcely be serious. 
You might as well assert that yonder poor fellow, my 
guide, whom I see you have made prisoner, is his nephew, 
the infante Don Sebastian. 

Alcalde. —See, you have betrayed yourself; that is the 
very person we suppose him to be. 

Myself. —It is true that they are both hunchbacks. But 

20 how can I be like Don Carlos ? ’ I have nothing the appear¬ 
ance of a Spaniard, and am nearly a foot taller than the 
pretender. 

¥ 

Alcalde. —That makes no difference ; you of course carry 
many waistcoats about you, by means of which you dis¬ 
guise yourself, and appear tall or low according to your 
pleasure. 

This last was so conclusive an argument that I had of 
course nothing to reply to it. The alcalde looked around 
him in triumph, as if he had made some notable discovery. 

30 ‘ Yes, it is Calros; it is Calros/ said the crowd at the 

r 

door. * It will be as well to have these men shot instantly/ 
continued the alcalde; 4 if they are not the two pre¬ 
tenders, they are at any rate two of the factious/ 

* I am by no means certain that they are either one or 
the other/ said a gruff voice. 
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The justida of Fmisterra turned their eye? in the direc¬ 
tion from which these words proceeded, and so did I. Our 
g| a nr»c retted upon the re who h< Id watch at the door. 

He had planted the barrel of hi" musket on the floor, and 
now leaning hi" chin against the butt. 

' I am by no means cei lift thai they arc either one or 
the other, repeated he, advancing f< tV ard. ‘ I have been 
exa ng tl ; man, pointing to myself, ‘and listening 
whilst he spoke, and it appears to me that after all he may 
prove an Englishman ; he has their very look and voice, io 
V • nows the English better thWI Antonio de la Trava, 
and who has a b* tier right r H i he not sailed in their 
; ips , lias li' not eaten their biscuit ; and did he not 
stand by Nelson when he was shot dead ? 

H< K the alcalde became violently incensed. ' He is no 

•r 

more an Englishman than \ urself,' he exclaimed ; ‘ if he 
wet an 1 lishman would h« Jiave conn in this manner, 
skulking across the land ? Not so, I trow. He would have 
come in a ship, recommend'd io xoe of us, or to the 

< itals i lb would hav< com i" irade, io buy , but 20 

nobody knows him in Finisterra, nor does he know any- 
body: and tie first thing, moreover, that he does when 
Ik p .e lies this place is to ins] 1 the fort, and to ascend 
lie mountain, where, no doubt, he has been marking out 
a camp. What brings him to I misterra if he is neither 
Ci Ires nor a bribon of a faccioso ? ’ 

I felt that then a a good deal of justice in some of 
tip < p marks, and I was aware, for lie lirst time, that 
I had, indeed, c o mmi tted a great imprudence in coming 
to this wild place, and among these barbarous people, 30 
w ith o ut being able to ign any motive which could 
appear at all valid in their ey s. I endeavoured to con- 
ince the alcald* that I had come across the country for 
tla purpose of making myself acquainted with the many 
remarkable objects which it contained, and of obtaining 
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information respecting the character and condition of the 
inhabitants. He could understand no such motives. 
* What did you ascend the mountain for ? * ‘To see 
prospects.’ ‘ Disparate ! I have lived at Finisterra forty 
years and never ascended that mountain. I would not do 
it in a day like this for two ounces of gold. You went to 
take altitudes, and to mark out a camp.’ I had, however, 
a staunch friend in old Antonio, who insisted, from his 
knowledge of the English, that all I had said might very 
io possibly be true. * The English ’, said he, ‘ have more 
money than they know what to do with, and on that 
account they wander all over the world, paying dearly 
for what no other people care a groat for.’ He then pro¬ 
ceeded, notwithstanding the frowns of the alcalde, to 
examine me in the English language. His own entire 
knowledge of this tongue was confined to two words— 
knife and fork, which words I rendered into Spanish by 
their equivalents, and was forthwith pronounced an English¬ 
man by the old fellow, who, brandishing his musket, 
20 exclaimed :— 

* This man is not Calros ; he is what he declares himself 
to be, an Englishman, and whosoever seeks to injure him, 
shall have to do with Antonio de la Trava el valiente de 
Finisterra.’ No person sought to impugn this verdict, and 
it was at length determined that I should be sent to 
Corcuvion, to be examined by the alcalde mayor of the 
district. ‘ But,’ said the alcalde of Finisterra, ‘ what is to 
be done with the other fellow ? He at least is no English¬ 
man. Bring him forward, and let us hear what he has to 
30 say for himself. Now, fellow, who are you, and what is 
your master ? 

Guide. —I am Sebastianillo, a poor broken mariner of 
Padron, and my master for the present is the gentleman 
whom you see, the most valiant and wealthy of all the 
English. He has two ships at Vigo laden with riches. 
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I told you so whtn you first sciz< i me up there in our 

posada. "! | J m *{?»< 'h lJ . 1 ?jj ' C ' r': ; '-'"p;") 

Aka Ida .—Where is your passport ? \ jjj|jgj | i j j | 

Guile .—I have no passp »rt. \\ ho would think of bring- 
1, | csp>or * to such a place as this, where I don t suppose 
there are two individuals who can read ? I have no pass¬ 
port , my master s passport of course includes me. 

Alcalde .—It does n< : And mho \ 011 have no passport, 
and hav< onfessed that your name is Sebastian, you shall 
be shot. Antonio de la Tinea# do you and the musketeers 10 
lead thisSeb ill forth, and shoot him before the door. 

Antonio dr la l rava .—With much pleasure, Senor Alcalde, 
rfaoe you order 11 With respe< 1 to this fellow, I shall not 
trou I- myself to interfere lh at hast is no 1 nglishman. 

He has more the look of wizard or nuveiro ; one of those 

d- vil$ wl raise st<>ims and sink launehes. Moreover# he 
tayt he is from 1' ion, and those of that place are all 
Mev sod drunkards. I bey once pla' < d me a trick, and 
I would gladly be at the shoot 1 of the whole pueblo. 

I now interf< red, and id that if they shot the guide 20 
they me t shoot me too; expatiating at the same time 
on the crorlty and barbarity of taking away the life of 
a poor unfort until t-llow who# as might be seen at the 
Ir^t glance, was only half wilted ; adding, moreover, that 
if any person was guilty in this case it was myself, as the 
Other could only be considered in the light of a servant 
acting under my orders. 

lh* ^.d<st plan after all’, said tie alcalde, * appears to 
lie, o send you both pri -oners to Corcuvion, where the head 
alcalde can di^i*ose of you as h< thinks proper. You must, 30 
how< ver, pay for your < <rt for it is not to be supposed 
that the housekeep ns of Finis terra have nothing else to 
do than t rambh about the country with c\<ry chance 
fellow who finds his way to this town.' * As for that 
matter,’ said Antonio, ‘ I will take charge of them both. 
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I am the valiente of Finisterra, and fear no two men 
living. Moreover, I am sure that the captain here will 
make it worth my while, else he is no Englishman. There¬ 
fore let us be quick and set out for Corcuvion at once, as 
it is getting late. First of all, however, captain, I must 
search you and your baggage. You have no arms, of 
course ? But it is best to make all sure.’ 

Long ere it was dark I found myself again on the pony, 
in company with my guide, wending our way along the 
io beach in the direction of Corcuvion. Antonio de la Trava 
tramped heavily on before, his musket on his shoulder. 

Myself. —Are you not afraid, Antonio, to be thus alone 
with two prisoners, one of whom is on horseback ? If we 
were to try, I think we could overpower you. 

Antonio de la Trava. —I am the valiente de Finisterra, 
and I fear no odds. 

Myself. —Why do you call yourself the valiente of 
Finisterra ? 

Antonio de la Trava. —The whole district call me so. 
20 When the French came to Finisterra, and demolished the 
fort, three perished by my hand. I stood on the mountain, 
up where I saw you scrambling to-day. I continued firing 
at the enemy, until three detached themselves in pursuit 



of me. The fools ! two perished amongst the rocks by 
the fire of this musket, and as for the third, I beat his 
head to pieces with the stock. It is on that account that 
they call me the valiente of Finisterra. 

Myself. —How came you to serve with the English 
fleet ? I think I heard you say that you were present 
when Nelson fell. 

Antonio de la Trava. —I w T as captured by your country¬ 


men, captain, and as I had been a sailor from my childhood, 
they were glad of my services. I was nine months with 
them, and assisted at Trafalgar. I saw the English admiral 
lie. You have something of his face, and your voice. 
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when you apoke, sounded in my ears like his own. I love 
the English, and on 1 halt account I saved you. Think not 
that I would t* long th sands with you if you were 
' ■ > ! - iv own countrymen. Here w< .ire at Duyo, captain. 

Shall w<- refresh ? j jj ■ . • N p* MU ij Jp . $. \\ 

\V< did r< fmh, or rath* r Antonio d* la Trava refreshed, 
swallowing pan afi« r pan of nine, with a thirst which 
teemed unquenchable. ‘ That man was a greater wizard 
than myaelf.’ whtspmnd Sebastian, my guide, ‘who told 
■a th.ii the drunkards of 1 inisterra would play us a trick.’ 10 
At toagth the old hero of the Cape slowly rose, saying, that 
we m t hasten on to Con uvien, or the night W’ould over¬ 
take us by the way. 

* VU .»t kind of peraon is the alcalde to whom you are 





\ Tit 


conducting me ? ’ said I. 

, \'i\ different from him of Tinisterra,’ replied 
onio. ‘ T hit is a young S orito, lately arrived from 
Madrid. H< p not <\*n a Galhgan. He is a mighty 
sral. and it is owing chiefly to his orders that wc have 

iatelv bom tnnmch on the alert. It is said that the* arlists 20 

.in meditating a decent on th e ] irts of Galicia. Let 
them only come to Tinisterra. w< .nr liberals there to 



man 


■ n the time of the 1 p nch. But, at 1 w r as telling you 
for< th« alcalde to whom I am < 1 induct ing you is a young 

■ rv learn* d, and if he flunks proper, he can 




st *eak 



friend 



.Trafalgar/;'. 1 j j h jb ' 1 j? ... IE , | 1 

It was dark night before wc reach* d Corcuvion. Anlonio 30 



1 apped to r* fr* di at a wine-shop, after which he 
conducted us to th* hous< of th* alcalde. His steps were 
1 v tl time not particularly steady, and on arriving at 
the gat*- of th* house, h« ^tumbled over th* threshold and 
1 . He got up with an oath, and instantly commenced 
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thundering at the door with the stock of his musket. 
* Who is it ? ’ at length demanded a soft female voice in 
Gallegan. ‘ The valiente of Finisterra,’ replied Antonio; 
whereupon the gate was unlocked, and we beheld before 
us a very pretty female with a candle in her hand. ‘ What 
brings you here so late, Antonio ? * she inquired. ' I bring 
two prisoners, mi pulida, ’ replied Antonio. ‘ Ave Maria! * 
she exclaimed, * I hope they will do no harm.’ * I will 
answer for one,’ replied the old man; * but as for the 
io other, he is a nuveiro, and has sunk more ships than all 
his brethren in Galicia. But be not afraid, my beauty/ 
he continued, as the female made the sign of the cross: 
‘ first lock the gate, and then show me the way to the 
alcalde. I have much to tell him/ The gate was locked, 
and bidding us stay below in the court-yard, Antonio 
followed the young woman up a stone stair, whilst we 

remained in darkness below. 

After the lapse of about a quarter of an hour we again 

saw the candle gleam upon the staircase, and the young 
20 female appeared. Coming up to me, she advanced the 
candle to my features on which she gazed very intently. 
After a long scrutiny she went to my guide, and having 
surveyed him still more fixedly, she turned to me, and 
said, in her best Spanish, ‘ Senor Cavalier, I congratulate 
you on your servant. He is the best looking mozo in all 
Galicia. Vaya ! if he had but a coat to his back, and did 
not go barefoot, I would accept him at once as a novio; 
but I have unfortunately made a vow never to marry 
a poor man, but only one who has got a heavy purse and 
30 can buy me fine clothes. So you are a Carlist, I suppose ? 
Vaya 1 I do not like you the worse for that. But, being 
so, how went you to Finisterra, where they are all Christinos 
and negros ? Why did you not go to my village ? None 
would have meddled with you there. Those of my village 
are of a different stamp to the drunkards of Finisterra. 
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Those of my village never interfere with honest people. 
Yayi how I hate t it drunkard of Finisit rra who brought 
you, he is to old and ugly ; wc re it not for the love which 
I bear to the Seflor Alcald- 1 would at once unlock the 
Mte and bid you go forth, you and your servant, the 

boot moo. : ]n< ?•« ; * * ’' ; ■ ’ 1 \A 

Antooio now descended. * Follow me,’ said he ; ‘ his 


wunhi; the alcalde will 1m* ready to receive you in a moment.' 
Sebastian and myself followed him upstairs to a room where, 
BMtedtabind a table, \o beh« Id a vom,:. man (-1 low • i.iiun jo 
but handsome featur* and very fashionably dressed. He 
appeared to be inditing a letter, which, when he had con¬ 
cluded. he delivered to a secretary to be transcribed. He 

ft/ 

tii- n looked at me for a moment fixedly, and the following 


oonvenal ion ensued 1m tw«< n us :— 

Alcalde. —I aee that you are an Englishman, and my 
friend Antonio here informs me that vou have been arrested 


at Finiste 


P 


Myself. —He tells y >u true ; and but for him I believe 
that I should have fallen by the hands of those savage 20 

fishermen. - „ 

Alcalde. —The inhabitants of Finisterra are brave, and 
ai* all liberals. Allow me to look at your passport ? Yes, 
all in form. Truly it w&s very ridiculous that they should 
have arrested you as a Carlist. 

Mvself .—Not only as a Carlist, but as Don Carlos himself. 
Alcalde. —Oh ! most ridiculou mistake a countryman 
of the grand Baintham for such a Goth ! 


Mvself .— Excuse me. Sir, you speak of the grand some¬ 
body. .1 j I j ;j- 1 1 |is <; j j •; ^ T ! t \ 

Alcalde .—The grand Baintham. He who has invented 
laws for all the world. I hope shortly to see them adopted 
in this unhappy country of ours. 

Myself. —Oh! you mean j*nmy Bentham. Yes! a very 
remarkable man in his way. 
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ti 


Alcalde .—In his way ! in all ways. The most universal 
genius which the world ever produced :—a Solon, a Plato, 
and a Lope de Vega. 

Myself ‘—I have never read his writings. I have no 
doubt that he was a Solon; and as you say, a Plato. 
I should scarcely have thought, however, that he could be 
ranked as a poet with Lope de Vega. 

Alcalde. —How surprising ! I see, indeed, that you know 
nothing of his writings, though an Englishman. Now, here 
io am I, a simple alcalde of Galicia, yet I possess all the 
writings of Baintham on that shelf, and I study them day 
and night. 

Myself. —You doubtless, Sir, possess the English lan¬ 
guage. 

Alcalde. —I do. I mean that part of it which is con¬ 
tained in the writings of Baintham. I am most truly glad 
to see a countryman of his in these Gothic wildernesses. 
I understand and appreciate your motives for visiting 
them : excuse the incivility and rudeness which you have 
20 experienced. But we will endeavour to make you repara¬ 
tion. You are this moment free : but it is late; I must 
find you a lodging for the night. I know one close by 
which will just suit you. Let us repair thither this moment. 
Stay, I think I see a book in your hand. 

Myself. —The New Testament. 

Alcalde. —What book is that ? 

Myself. —A portion of the sacred writings, the Bible. 

Alcalde. —Why do you carry such a book with you ? 

Myself. —One of my principal motives in visiting Finis- 

30 terra was to carry this book to that wild place. 

Alcalde. —Ha, ha ! how very singular. Yes, I remember. 
I have heard that the English highly prize this eccentric 
book. How very singular that the countrymen of the 
grand Baintham should set any value upon that old 

monkish book. 
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It 


now late at night, and my new friend attended 


me to the Hedging 


n'spectable 


I found 



0 


form 


atuity into the hand of Antonio, and on my arrival, 


I - stam< 


to FiniilerTa, and k< < j» in remembrance of th< I nglishman 
in whose behalf he had 0 effectually interposed. 

Antonio — I will do so, vour worship ; and when the 10 
wind t»low from tlx north west, preventing our launches 
from putting to tea, I will read your pi < sent. Farewell, 
my captain, and when you next coma to Finisterra I hope 
it will be in a valiant English bark, with plenty of con* 
trabai •* on board, and not across the country on a pony, 
in company with nuveir and men of Padron. 

I sently arrived tlx handmaid of the alcalde with 
a batk't, which he took inlo the kitchen, where she 

an excellent topper for her master's friend. On 
it* i»< ii <r\<d up the alcalde bade me farewell, having 20 
first demanded whether he could in any way forward my 
plan*. V pj ' •. 

I return to Saint James to morrow,’ I replied, * and 
I sincerely hope that some occasion will occur which will 
Cnabit me to acquaint the world with the hospitality which 
I have e: rum >■<] from so accomplished a scholar as the 
Alcalde of Corcuvion.’ (The Bible in Spain, ch. xxx.) 



The Ten Gentlemen 

So it came to pass that one night I found myself in the 
ancient town of Oviedo, in a very large, scantily furnished, 
and remote room in an ancient posada, formerly a palace 30 
•f the counts of Santa Cruz. It was past ten, and the rain 
was descending in torrents. I was writing, but suddenly 
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ceased on hearing numerous footsteps ascending the creak¬ 
ing stairs which led to my apartment. The door was flung 
open, and in walked nine men of tall stature, marshalled 


by a little hunch-backed personage. They were all m uffl ed 
in the long cloaks of Spain, but I instantly knew by their 
demeanour that they were caballeros, or gentlemen. They 

w 

placed themselves in a rank before the table where I was 
sitting. Suddenly and simultaneously they all flung back 
their cloaks, and I perceived that every one bore a book 
10 in his hand ; a book which I knew full well. After a pause 


which I was unable to break, for I sat lost in astonishment, 


and almost conceived myself to be visited by apparitions, 
the hunchback, advancing somewhat before the rest, said 
in soft silvery tones, ‘ Senor Cavalier, was it you who 
brought this book to the Asturias ? ' I now supposed that 
they were the civil authorities of the place come to take 
me into custody, and, rising from my seat, I exclaimed, 
* It certainly was I, and it is my glory to have done so; 
the book is the New Testament of God : I wish it was in 
20 my power to bring a million.’ ‘ I heartily wish so too,' 
said the little personage with a sigh. ‘ Be under no appre¬ 
hension, Sir Cavalier, these gentlemen are my friends; we 
have just purchased these books in the shop where you 
placed them for sale, and have taken the liberty of calling 
upon you, in order to return you our thanks for the treasure 
you have brought us. I hope you can furnish us with the 
Old Testament also.' I replied that I was sorry to inform 
him that at present it was entirely out of my power to 
comply with his wish, as I had no Old Testaments in my 
30 possession, but did not despair of procuring some speedily 
from England. He then asked me a great many questions 
concerning my biblical travels in Spain, and my success, 
and the views entertained by the Society with respect to 
Spain, adding that he hoped we should pay particular 
attention to the Asturias, which he assured me was the 
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best ground in the peninsula for our labour. After about 
half an hour's conversation, he suddenly said, in the 
1 igthb language, ‘Good night, Sir,’ wrapped his cloak 
aiound him, and walked out as he had come. His com¬ 
panions, who had hitherto not uttered a word, all repeated 
* Good night. Sir,’ and, adjusting their cloaks, followed 
him. (The Bible in Spain, ch. xxxiii.) 

•y. 4 It was not so written * 

Tin next night we had another singular escape : we 
had arrived near the entrance of a horrible pass called 
' H) puarto de la puente de las tablas,’ or the pass of the 10 
br of planks, which wound through a black and frightful 
Mount 1 in on the farther side of which was the town of 
Oi s, where we meant to tarry for the night. The sun 
had set about a quarter of an hour. Suddenly a man, with 
his fact < overed with bl< nisln d out of the pass. * Turn 
back, sir,’ he said, in ihe name of God ; there are mur- 
den n in that ]>asfi ; tin y have |ust robbed me of my 
Mule, and all I ]«>ssess, and 1 have hardly escaped with 
hf< from tin ir hands.' I scan 1 ly know whv, but I made 

him no answer, and proceeded; Indeed I was so weary 20 
and to well that 1 cared not what became of me. We 
entered; the rocks ros» perpendicularly, right and left, 
totinly intercepting ih< scanty twil ht, so that the dark¬ 
ness f*f the grave, or rather ih< blackness of the valley 
of the shadow of death, reigned around us, and we knew 
not where we went, but trusted to the instinct of the 
horses, who moved on with their heads close to the ground. 
The only sound which we heard was the plash of a stream, 
which tumbled down the pass. I expected every moment 

1 f la knit* at my throat, but ' i was mt to urittm \ to 
We threaded tl pass without meeting a human being, 
and within three-quarters *>i an hour after the time we 
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H 

entered it, we found ourselves within the posada of the 
town of Onas, which was filled with troops and armed 
peasants expecting an attack from the grand Carlist army, 
which was near at hand. (The Bible in Spain, ch. xxxv.) 


In Prison 

The alguazils conducted me to the office of the corregidor, 
where they ushered me into a large room, and motioned 
me to sit down on a wooden bench. They then stationed 
themselves on each side of me : there were at least twenty 
people in the apartment beside ourselves, evidently from 
io their appearance officials of the establishment. They were 
all well dressed, for the most part in the French fashion, 
in round hats, coats, and pantaloons, and yet they looked 
what in reality they were, Spanish alguazils, spies, and 
informers, and Gil Bias, could he have waked from his 
sleep of two centuries, would, notwithstanding the change 
of fashion, have, had no difficulty in recognizing them. 
They glanced at me as they stood lounging about the room; 
then gathered themselves together in a circle and began 
conversing in whispers. I heard one of them say, ‘ he 
20 understands the seven Gipsy jargons.’ Then presently 
another, evidently from his language an Andalusian, said 
Es muy diestro (he is very skilful), and can ride a horse and 
dart a knife full as well as if he came from my own country.’ 
Thereupon they all turned round and regarded me with 
a species of interest, evidently mingled with respect, which 
most assuredly they would not have exhibited had they 
conceived that I was merely an honest man bearing witness 
in a righteous cause. 

I waited patiently on the bench at least one hour, expect- 
30 ing every moment to be summoned before my lord the 
corregidor. I suppose, however, that I was not deemed 
worthy of being permitted to see so exalted a personage. 
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for at the end of that time, an «Id* ilv man, one, however, 


evidently of tl 


■Igvazil ill*, came into the room and 
advanced directly towards me. * Stand up,’ said be. 

I obeyed ' What is our name ? ' he demanded. I told 

W * 

him. * Then. h« replied, exhibiting a paper which he 
i his hand. 



1 


or, it i- tin will of his excellent 
oorrtfidor. that you be forthwith sent to prison.* 

He looked .it rue steadfastly as he spoke, perhaps 
in* that I h 1 sink into the earth at the 


tin 




iamtnf pr ison ; I . hom \«r , <ml\ iiniled 



llit n delivered io 


!h« paper, yhieh I ttpp e was the warrant fot my com¬ 


mittal, into i he hand of one of my tv <»* aptors, and obeying 

0 * # * « m V je m m m . « 


a sign which they made, I followed them 


I h» 


the <!arcrl d« 


Condu< t<*d me across the Plaza Mayor to 



prison 



Whilst going across tl square, I remembered that this 


waathepla<< wlier* In* the good old times', the Inquisition 

of 


i 


M 11 


in was in the habit of holding its solemn AtUos 


d* //, and I cast my eye to the balcony of the city hall, 


where at the most so 


of them all, the last of the 20 


Austrian line in Spain sat, and after some thirty heretics, 


*f <Jth 


1 >< en 


hi 


persj 


Imly inquired, * No hay mas ? ' for which cxe 



ary 


proof of patien h< 3 much applauded by his priests 


and fctnfessoH, who subsequentlv poisQOrd him. 



hep 



Pope 




e ve r 


suff< in this accursed square, mere iy sent to prison 


from w hich I am sure to be 


credit ■md applause 


liberated in a few days, with 30 



lx* atmaliciou ns ever, but vou are 


>e of Rome ! 1 believe you to 


^ ou are become paralytic, Batuschca 



in power. 



degenerated to a crutch/ 





W< arrived at the prison, which stands in a narrow 


2179 


%1 


N 
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street not far from the great square. We entered a duskv 
passage, at the end of which was a wicket door. My con¬ 
ductors knocked, a fierce visage peered through the wicket * 
there was an exchange of words, and in a few moments 
I found myself within the prison of Madrid, in a kind of 
corridor which overlooked at a considerable altitude what 
appeared to be a court, from which arose a hubbub of 
voices, and occasionally wild shouts and cries. Within 
the corridor which served as a kind of office, were several 
io people; one of them sat behind a desk, and to him the 
alguazils went up, and after discoursing with him some 
time in low tones, delivered the warrant into his hands. 
He perused it with attention, then rising he advanced to 
me. What a figure! He was about forty years of age, 
and his height might have amounted to some six feet two 
inches, had he not been curved much after the fashion of 
the letter S. No weazel ever appeared lanker, and he 
looked as if a breath of air would have been sufficient to 
blow him away ; his face might certainly have been called 

20 handsome, had it not been for its extraordinary and por¬ 
tentous meagreness; his nose was like an eagle’s bill, his 
teeth white as ivory, his eyes black (Oh how black!) and 
fraught with a strange expression, his skin was dark, and 
the hair of his head like the plumage of the raven. A deep 
quiet smile dwelt continually on his features; but with 
all the quiet it was a cruel smile, such a one as would have 
graced the countenance of a Nero. ‘ Mais en revanche 
personne rietoit-plus honnete .’ ‘Caballero,’ said he, ‘allow 
me to introduce myself to you as the alcayde of this prison. 

30 I perceive by this paper that I am to have the honour of 
your company for a time, a short time doubtless, beneath 
this roof ; I hope you will banish every apprehension from 
your mind. I am charged to treat you with all the respect 
which is due to the illustrious nation to which you belong, 
and which a cavalier of such exalted category as yourself 



IN PRISON 


i<?5 


fc mi it led to expert. An« die* charge, it is true, as I should 

on) , \ ( l>ecn too happy *f my own accord to have 
'lorded yoo ever \ mfort and attention. Caballero, you 
will rath* I • on v i'T yourself here as a guest than a prisoner ; 

« will he Permitted to roam over every part of this 
boost whenever you think proper. You will find matters 
|Me not altogether lwlnw ihe attention of a philosophic 
mire! Pray itoUe whatever < ommands you may think fit 
to th< turnkey* >nd officials, <\en as if they were your 
own aervant^ f will now have the honour of conducting 10 
you to your apartment the only one at present un¬ 
occupied \Ve in> richly reserve it for cavaliers of dis- 
tinctiOB I am happy to say that my orders are again in 
. lvmam* with n inclination. No charge whatever will 
be made for it to you, though the daily hire of it is not 
unfrequent n minor of gold. 1 entreat you, therefore, 
to follow me, cavalier, who am at all time* and seasons 
the m 1 obede nt and devoted of your servants.’ Here 
hr took off his hat and bowed profoundly. 

Such was the speech of the alcayde of the prison of 20 
M ind; a speech delivered in pun* sonorous Castilian, 
with calmness, gravity, and almost with dignity ; a speech 
which would have done honour to a gentleman of high 
birth, to Monsieur 1 > > ^sompiern , of the Old Hostile, recciv- 
ng an Italian prince, or the high constable of the Tower 
an hnglish duk» iit unted of high treason. Now, who in 
the name of wonder was this alcayde ? 

m/ 


One of the greatest rascals in all Sp un. A fellow who 



mon 


by 


curtailment of the miserable rations of the prisoners, 30 


insurrection 


repressed by bloodshed, and by summoning military aid ; 
a fellow al low birth, who, only five years previous, had 
been drummer to a >and of royalist volunteer ' 

m 

But Spain is the land of extraordinary characters. 
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I followed the alcayde to the end of the corridor where 
was a massive grated door, on each side of which sat 
a grim fellow of a turnkey. The door was opened, £ 
urning to the right we proceeded down another corridor 
in which were many people walking about, whom I subse¬ 
quently discovered to be prisoners like myself, but for 
political offences. At the end of this corridor, which 
extended the whole length of the patio, we turned 2 
another, and the first apartment in this was the one 
10 destined for myself. It was large and lofty, but totally 
destitute of every species of furniture, with the exception 
of a huge wooden pitcher, intended to hold my daily 
allowance of water. ' Caballero,’ said the alcayde, ‘ the 
apartment is without furniture, as you see. It is already 
the third hour of the tarde, I therefore advise you to lose 
no time in sending to your lodgings for a bed and what¬ 
ever you may stand in need of, the llavero here shall do 
your bidding. Caballero, adieu, till I see you again.’ 

I followed his advice, and writing a note in pencil to 
20 Maria Diaz, I dispatched it by the llavero, and then sitting 

down on the wooden pitcher, I fell into a reverie, which 
continued for a considerable time. 

Night arrived, and so did Maria Diaz, attended by two 
porters and Francisco, all loaded with furniture. A lamp 
was lighted, charcoal was kindled in the brazero, and the 
prison gloom was to a certain degree dispelled. 

I shall not soon forget my first Sunday in prison. Sunday 
is the gala day of the prison, at least of that of Madrid, and 
whatever robber finery is to be found within it, is sure to 
30 be exhibited on that day of holiness. There is not a set of 
people in the world more vain than robbers in general, 
more fond of cutting a figure whenever they have an 
opportunity, and of attracting the eyes of their fellow 
creatures by the gallantry of their appearance. 

Snow-white linen, indeed, constitutes the principal 
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n»bb 


Neitln r coat nor 


norn 


and flowing, onh .i Vlirtcoat of gre. n or blue -'ilk. with an 

abundance of silver buttons, which are intended more for 

show than nsr, as th< \< M n seldom buttoned. Then there 

e trousers, something after the Turkish fashion ; 


are 



around the waist is a crimson faja or girdle, and about the 

head is tied a g.iudiiv 001000(1 bandk* n lm 1 from the loom 
of Barcelona ; light pumps and silk lockings complete 


>hber’s array. This dress is picturesque enough, and io 


adapted 


e hnts Sunshiny weather of the Peninsula ; 


t her 


t 


dash 


• with tht robber's desperate trade. It must not. 

however, be §up] sed that it is < very robber who can 
indulgr m all this luxury . there ate various grades of 
thieves, s* ne j k enough, with scarcely a rag to cover 


" hem 


•nflM t hosi 


t 


snowy 


attr e ted my at t< ntion, were a father and son ; the former 


was n t 




athletie liguie of about ibirty, by profession ao 


a houst -break«i, and celebrated throughout Madrid for the 
peculiar devi» mi which ho exhibited in his ( ailing. He 
was now hi pi ia»n for a rather atrocious murder committed 
in the dead of night, in a house at Caiamanclicl, in which 


hi* only ac< omplu • ■ was bis on, a < hild undet even years 

1 lb' i.'i'l' i tie I)anes say, ‘ had not fallen far 

fi m the tr*. the imj> was in < very i* pert tin* < ounter- 
P® rl cf lh* lather, though in miniature, lie, too, wore the 


robb shirt sleeves, the robber waistcoat with the silver 

■Uttons, th* lubber ken In* f round hi brow, and, ]idi< ulous jo 

«UOUgh, a l**ng Manchegan knife in the crimson faja. He 
was < identlv th* pride of th* rulbau father, who took all 
iiuaginalile car* of this <hick of th* gallows, would dandle 

Wm 


>n his knee, and would occasionally take the cigar from 


own 
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The boy was the pet of the court, for the father was one of 
the valientes of the prison, and those who feared his prowess 
and-wished to pay their court to him, were always fondling 
the child. (The Bible in Spam, chh. xxxix-xl.) 



We turned off to the * tafarn \ which was a decent public- 
house of rather an antiquated appearance. We entered 
a sanded kitchen, and sat down by a large oaken table. 

‘ Please to bring us some bread, cheese, and ale/ said I in 
Welsh to an elderly woman, who was moving about, 
io * Sar ? ' said she. 


Bring us some bread, cheese, and ale/ I repeated in 
Welsh. 

‘ I do not understand you, sar/ said she in English. 

‘ Are you Welsh ? ’ said I in English. 

‘ Yes, I am Welsh ! ’ 

‘ And can you speak Welsh ? * 

‘ Oh yes, and the best.’ 

‘ Then why did you not bring what I asked for ? ’ 

‘ Because I did not understand you. 

20 Tell her/ said I to John Jones, ‘ to bring us some bread, 
cheese, and ale.’ 


* Come, aunt/ said John, ‘ bring us bread and cheese and 
a quart of the best ale/ 

The woman looked as if she was going to reply in the 
tongue in which he addressed her, then faltered, and at 
last said in English, that she did not understand. 

' Now/ said I, ‘ you are fairly caught: this man is a 
Welshman, and moreover understands no language but 
Welsh/ 


30 ‘ Then how can he understand you ? ’ said she. 

‘ Because I speak Welsh/ said I. 

‘ Then vou are a Welshman ? ' said she. 
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' No, I am not,’ said I, * I am English.’ 

‘ So I thought,’ said she, ‘ and on that account I could 

not understand you/ I J \ | : 5 7 

’ Y**u mean that a t oi would not,' said I. * Now do you 

Or 


ihoosc to bring what you are bidden i 

* Come, auni,’ laid John, ‘ don’t be silly and oeiifigcnus 


but bring the breakfast.’ 

D,, v» »man stood si ill for a moment or two, and then 



Ing her lips went away. 

Whit made the woman behave m iliis manner ? ’ said 10 


1 to!my companion ^ :i 

' 1 - * 1# was < < nhgenus, sij.' he replied ; ' she did not 

Her that an English gentleman should understand Welsh ; 
sh» wa» envious ; you will find a dozen or two like her in 

Wales ; but let us hope not more.’ 

PreeentK lh< woman returned with the bread, cheese, 
and ale. which she placed on the table. 

'Oh said I, ' you have brought what was bidden, though 
it was n< v < t mentioned 1" vou in English, which shows that 
ynm pr« tending not to under 'and was all a sham. What 20 


made you behave so ? 

‘ Why I thought,’ said the. woman, ’ that no En 



man 


< mild speak \\■ Mi. that his tongu< was too short. 

A mir having thought so," said I, * should not have made 
you tell a falsehood* saying that you did not understand, 
when you knew that you understood very well. See what 



figure you rut.’ 


(Wild Wales, ch. xv.) 


A ( rusty Welshman 

Stroi i ing along in this manner 1 was overtaken by an 
old fellow with a stick in Im hand, walking very briskly. 

He had a cr ’y and rather conceited look. I spoke to him 30 
in \V< Mi. and he answered in English, saying that I need 
not trouble myself by speaking Welsh, as he had plenty of 
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English, and of the very best. We were from first to last 

chaTr 0 ^ r^ S :. 1 ,? ked him about Rh ys Goch and his 


knew 


egan to talk of Her Majesty's ministers and the fine sights 
o London. I asked him the name of a stream which 
descending a gorge on our right, ran down the side of the 
valley, to join the river at its bottom. He told me that he 
did not know and asked me the name of the Queen's eldest 

.. t and remarked that 

io it was very odd that he could not tell me the name of 
a stream in his own vale. He replied that it was not a bit 
more odd than that I could not tell him the name of the 
eldest daughter of the Queen of England : I told him that 
when I was in Wales I wanted to talk about Welsh matters, 
and he told me that when he was with English he wanted 
to talk about English matters. I returned to the subject 
of Rhys Goch and his chair, and he returned to the subject 
of Her Majesty's ministers, and the fine folks of London. 

I told him that I cared not a straw about Her Majesty’s 
20 ministers and the fine folks of London, and he replied that 
he cared not a straw for Rhys Goch, his chair or old women’s 

j • r v • ^ 


stories of any kind. 

Regularly incensed against the old fellow I told him he 
was a bad Welshman, and he retorted by saying I was 
a bad Englishman. I said he appeared to know next to 
nothing. He retorted by saying I knew less than nothing, 
and almost inarticulate with passion added that he scorned 
to walk in such illiterate company, and suiting the action 
to the word sprang up a steep and rocky footpath on the 
30 right, probably a short cut to his domicile, and was out of 
sight in a twinkling. We were both wrong: I most so. 
He was crusty and conceited, but I ought to have humoured 
him and then I might have got out of him anything he knew, 
always supposing that he knew anything. 

(Wild Wales, ch. xlvii .) 
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I Julian v , short, thick, strongly built follow of 
aboti; thirty s< ven, with ft fwar thy fact raven Mack hair, 
high forehead, and dark de< : yes, full of intelligonco and 
great -ruination. He was drosaed in a velvetocn coat 

with broad lappets, red waistcoat; velveteen breeches, 
’Uttornng a little way below the knee; white stockings 
apparently of lamb's-wool, and highlows. 

4 Buona sera ! ^said I. P III I 1 j u|M i I j 

' i ion.« sera ign< ’ .id the Italian. 

* Will you hav< a class of brandy and water ? ' su'd I in 


ic 



' I now r u fuse a good Otter/ said the Italian. 

He sat down, and I ordered a glass of brandy and water 
for him and another for myself. ;' s : . J ' 

* , ra y spiftk a little Italian to him/ said Ihc good land¬ 
lady to me. ' I have heard a great deal about the beauty 
Of that languag and should like to hear it spoken/ 

1 omi the Lago di Como? * said J, iiying to speak 

‘Si.signoi ! but how came v i to think that I was from 
Lake of ( orno ? 

* ftmiM/ said I, ' when I was a raguto 1 knew many 

from the 1 of < omo, who dressed much like yourself. 
They wandered a boat the country with boxes on their 

backs and wcaihei glas s in their hands, hut had their 
head-quart ers at N - where I lived.’ 





Do you rcmemlxir 



the 


-Giovanni stra and Luigi Pozzi,' I replied. 

1 liave teen Giov.mni Gestra myself,’ Mid tlx Italian, 30 
and I h»vr h.ard of Luigi Pozzi. Giovanni f.islra re- 


Luigi Pozzi.’ 
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* The last time I saw him said I, ' was about eighteen 
years ago at Coruna, in Spain; he was then in a sad droop¬ 
ing condition, and said he bitterly repented ever quitting 

N -•’ . 

* E con ragione,’ said the Italian, ‘ for there is no place 

like N-for doing business in the whole world. I myself 

have sold seventy pounds* worth of weather-glasses at 

N-in one day. One of our people is living there now, 

who has done bene, molto bene.’ 
io • ‘ That *s Rossi,* said I, ‘ how is it that I did not mention 
him first ? He is my excellent friend, and a finer cleverer 
fellow never lived nor a more honourable man. You may 
well say he has done well, for he is now the first jeweller in 
the place. The last time I was there I bought a diamond of 
him for my daughter Henrietta. Let us drink his health! ’ 

* Willingly ! ’ said the Italian. * He is the prince of the 
Milanese of England—the most successful of all, but I 
acknowledge the most deserving. Che viva.* 

4 1 wish he would write his life,* said I; ‘ a singular life 
20 it would be—he has been something besides a travelling 
merchant and a jeweller. He was one of Buonapartes 
soldiers and served in Spain, under Soult, along with John 
Gestra. He once told me that Soult was an old rascal, and 
stole all the fine pictures from the convents at Salamanca. 
I believe he spoke with some degree of envy, for he is 
himself fond of pictures, and has dealt in them, and made 
hundreds by them. I question whether if in Soult*s place 
he would not have done the same. Well, however that may 
be, che viva.* 

3 o ‘You speak English remarkably well, * said I ; ‘ have you 
been long in Britain ? 

‘ I came over about four years ago,* said the Italian. 

‘ On your own account ? * said I. 

‘ Not exactly, signore ; my brother who was in business 
in Liverpool, wrote to me to come over and assist him. 
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I did so, but soon left him, and took a shop for myself at 
DenlU ph'T* ' • • \ •r 1 did not vta\ lone At present 


1 travel for an Italian house in London, spending the 
immer in Wales and the winter in England.’ 

' And wflwt do you sell ? ’ said 1 . 

•sther-glasi" signore—pi< lures and little trinkets. 



lif 


h as tlx < ountry p< <»ple like/ 



many wr.ii lx r glasses in Wal<a ? * said I. 

I do n<-i. signore. Tin Welsh ' ire not for weather¬ 
glasses ; my principal rustomors for w<a ther-glasses are 10 

lx* fanners of England ' 


I am told that you can speak Welsh/ said 1 ; 4 is that 


Hill 


I have picked up a little of it, signore.’ s 
' H< < anorak it v«?\ w< 11 ,’said the landlady ; ‘ and glad 

should 1 I- h to lx ar JfOB and him speak Welsh together.’ 
^oAould I,’said the daughter who was seated nigh us, 
not lung would giv< nx rn ,itci j>) an than to hear two 
uh< ire not Welshmen speaking W< lsh together/ 

I w^ild rather speak English/ said the Italian; 'I 
;«ak a lit1 1 * \V«*lsh, when my business leads me amongst 

people wtu* speak no otfx 1 language, but I seo no necessity 

IMP)speaking Welsh here/ 

It is a pity, said I, thxi so beautiful a country as Italy 
should not lx lx tt< r gov» rn< d 

1 'ignon-, said tin Italian ; ‘ but let us hope that 
a time will sj dily come when six will bo so.’ 

I donH see any chance of it,’ said I. How will you 
pro< nod in order to bring about so desirable a result the 
good government of Italy ? ’ S ^ \'fl fillliFI 

^hy, tignore, in the first place we must get rid of the 

Austrians/ ji j d ] 1ll Tj[ Hygij 

You will not find it an easy matter,’ said J, ‘ to get rid 
f ,,e A * ,rians • y° u tried to do so a little time ago but 

miserably failed/ j I Y . ; f ! f ? 


20 


AO 
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‘ True, signore ; but the next time we try perhaps the 
French will help us.’ 

‘ If the French help you to drive the Austrians from Italy/ 
said I, ‘ you must become their servants. It is true you 
had better be the servants of the polished and chivalrous 
French, than of the brutal and barbarous Germans, but 
it is not pleasant to be a servant to anybody. However, 
I do not believe that you will ever get rid of the Austrians, 
even if the French assist you. The Pope for certain.reasons 
io of his own favours the Austrians, and will exert all the 
powers of priestcraft to keep them in Italy. Alas, alas, 
there is no hope for Italy! Italy, the most beautiful 
country in the world, the birth-place of the cleverest people, 
whose very pedlars can learn to speak Welsh, is not only 
enslaved, but destined always to remain enslaved.’ 

‘ Do not say so, signore,’ said the Italian, with a kind of 
groan. 

‘ But I do say so,’ said I, ‘ and what is more, one whose 
shoe-strings were he alive, I should not be worthy to untie, 
20 one of your mighty ones, has said so. Did you ever hear of 
Vincenzio Filicaia ? ’ 

‘ I believe I have, signore ; did he not write a sonnet on 
Italy ? ' 

‘ He did,’ said I ; ‘ would you like to hear it ? ’ 

‘ Very much, signore.' 

I repeated Filicaia’s glorious sonnet on Italy, and then 

asked him if he understood it. 

‘ Only in part, signore ; for it is composed in old Tuscan, 
in which I am not much versed. I believe I should com- 
30 prehend it better if you were to say it in English.’ 

* Do say it in English,’ said the landlady and her daughter; 

* we should so like to hear it in English.’ 

* I will repeat a translation,’ said I, ‘ which I made when 

^ « « i 

a boy, which though far from good, has, I believe, m it 
something of the spirit of the original: 
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<» Italy ! on \* 

The dangerous gift of beauty did bestow, 

From wh- nee thou hast that ample dower 
Which on thy front thou bcar’st so visibly, 

Would thou hadst haautx lest or stxv -ngth more hi 
7bat more of fear, and less of love might show, 
who now blasts him in thy beauty’s glow, 

Or woos thee with a zeal that makes tin e di< ; 
i hen down from Alp no more would torrents rage 
* *f armed men, nor Irallic coursers hot 
In I'os eoaanguin d 1 1 <i» tin jr thi t assuage ; 

N rgirt *ith iron, not thine own, I wot, 

^ ' thou tl,. ht by hand d strang< rs wage 

Vicfn or vsnqu h’d slavery still thy lot/ 

(Wild II ales, ch. xxiv.l 


to 



ICS 1 , 1 . 





a 



a mile I overtook a man with 


\PTUt wa 

fame leg that e leg, wlm h either by nature or accident 


not Iv'ing 




1 a.s its 



<r leg, had a patten attached 


to it, about five indies high, to enable it to do duty with 

1 he other- in waaafcilow with r«d da.< k hair tad very red 

f«-aland WMdrrs ‘d in a mp i l mat and breet he( and •„ 

a hat whic L 1 



lust part of its crown, and all its rim o 

11 1 v< " w,,ho '" !■*"<■ !■ !■ he would haw looked rather 

'< qm fgure. In Ins hand ht carried 

you,’ mU i. 

A •. 1 *• V"ii In.. a nerry aftenu.and 

t/etnilrr « ^ . ___ . « - 




evening—that is the worst luck I wi 



a roaring 

to vr, 

wr 

^ 1 1 native of these parts ’ said 1. 

Nut tK yf(ur banner I am a native of ||„ city 

Donnvl'"’ Z''u ■ S a " U " ! SamC tW “*< ,,f "" village of 30 , 

l^nnybrook which is close by it.’ 

* A celebrated place,’ said I. 

* Your hanner mar say that ; all the world hats, heard ot 
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Donnybrook, owing to the humours of its fair. Many is the 
merry tune I have played to the boys at that fair.' 

‘ You are a professor of music, I suppose ? * 

4 And not a ve ry bad one, as your hanner will say if you 
allow me to play you a tune/ 

Can you play Croppies Lie Down ? ’ 


‘ I cannot, your hanner, my fingers never learnt to play 

such a blackguard tune \ but if ye wish to hear Croppies 
Get Up I can oblige ye/ 

10 ‘You arc a Roman Catholic, I suppose ? ’ 

‘ I am nat, your hanner—I am a Catholic to the backbone, 

just like my father before me. Come, your hanner, shall 
I play ye Croppies Get Up ? ’ 

No, said I * it s a tune that doesn’t please my ears. 

If, however, you choose to play Croppies Lie Down, I’ll 
give you a shilling.’ 

* Your hanner will give me a shilling ? ’ 

Y es, said I ; ‘if you play Croppies Lie Down: but 

you know' you cannot play it, your fingers never learned 
20 the tune.’ 

1 They never did, your hanner ; but they have heard it 

played of ould by the blackguard Orange fiddlers of Dublin 

on the first of July, when the Protestant boys used to walk 

round Willie s statue on College Green—so if your hanner 

gives me the shilling they may perhaps bring out something 
like it.’ 


‘ Very good,' said I; ‘ begin ! ’ 

* But, your hanner, what shall we do for the words ? 
though my fingers may remember the tune my tongue does 

30 not remember the words—that is unless. . . . * 

* I give another shilling,’ said I; ‘ but never mind you 
the words ; I know the words, and will repeat them.’ 

‘ And your hanner will give me a shilling ? ’ 

‘ If you play the tune,’ said I. 

‘ Hanner bright, your hanner ? ’ 
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‘ Honour bright said E 

Thereupon tlx hddh r, taking his bow and shouldering 
us hdd \e, struck up in first-rate style the glorious tune, 
which I bed so often heard with rapture in the days of my 
boyhood in the barrack yard of Clonmel; whilst I, walking 
by his ride is he stumped along, caused the welkin 
la resound with th< words, which were the delight of the 
young fMtkmcn of tlx Protested academy Of that 
beautiful old town. 


' I never hea 1 those words before/ said tlx fiddler, after 10 
I had finished the first stanza. 

p’*Get on with you/ said I. 

M f nr v • 

Orange words ! f*a id t lie fiddler, on my finishing 

th» se<ond stanza. 


* * you ch we to get on ? * said I. 

More blackguard Orange words I never heard ! * cried 

he fiddhr. on m> <<*ming to tlx conclusion of the third 

Mam * Divil a bit fart lx 1 will I plaj ; at any rate till 
I get the drilling/ 


lb it ii for you/ said I ; 

course the tune. 


‘tie ng is ended and of 20 


Thank your hanner, said the tiddler, taking the money, 

ir hanmr **• kept your word with me, which is more 
than I thought your hanner would. And now, your hanner, 

1,1 k yo« why did your hanner wish for that tune, 

wh h is not only a blackguard one but quite out of date ; 
•ad where did your hanner ; | the words ? ' 

' 1 **** to ] " ,r t,n ni "‘ >n my boyish days/ said I, ‘ and 
wribed to lx ar it again, for though you call it a blackguard 

tuae, it is theswe* t< t and most noble air that Ireland, tlx j» 

and Of musif hit« v« r produced. As tor the words, never 

** re 1 8 ot them . they are violent enough but not 
so violent as the words of sorn. of the songs made 

•gar : f„ Irish Protestants by the priests/ 

Yowr harm, r 1 an Orange man, I s< * . Well, your 



half 
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hanner, the Orange is now in the kennel, and the Croppies 
have it all their own way.' 

‘ And perhaps,’ said I, ‘ before I die the Orange will be 
out of the kennel and the Croppies in, even as they were in 
my young days.' • 

‘ Who knows, your hanner ? and who knows that I may 
not play the ould tune round Willie's image in College Green, 
even as I used some twenty-seven years ago ? ' 

' Oh then you have been an Orange fiddler ? ’ 
m ‘I have, your banner. And now as your hanner has 
behaved like a gentleman to me I will tell ye all my history. 
1 was born in the city of Dublin, that is in the village of 
Donnybrook, as I tould your hanner before. It was to 
the trade of bricklaying I was bred, and bricklaying I 
followed till at last, getting my leg smashed, not by falling 
off the ladder, but by a row in the fair, I was obliged to give 
it up, for how could I run up the ladder with a patten on 
my foot, which they put on to make my broken leg as long 
as the other. Well, your hanner, being obliged to give up 
-’o my bricklaying I took to fiddling, to which I had always 
a natural inclination, and played about the streets, and at 
fairs, and wakes, and weddings. At length some Orange 
men getting acquainted with me, and liking my style of 
playing, invited me to their lodge, where they gave me to 
drink, and tould me that if I would change my religion and 
join them, and play their tunes, they would make it answer 
my purpose. Well, your hanner, without much stickling 
I gave up my Popery, joined the Orange lodge, learned the 
Orange tunes, and became a regular Protestant boy, and 
30 truly the Orange men kept their word, and made it answer 
my purpose. Oh the meat and drink I got, and the money 
I made by playing at the Orange lodges and before the 
processions when the Orange men paraded the streets with 
their Orange colours. And oh, what a day for me, was the 
glorious first of July when with my whole body covered 
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with Orang< ribbon* I fiddled Croppies Lie Down, Boyne 
Water, and the Protestant Bovs before the procession 
which u.tlk< <] round Willie's figure on horseback in College 
Greco, the man and hors* all ablaze with Orange colours. 
But not ng lifts tmd< r the sun, as your hanner knows ; 
Orangeism began to go down ; the Government scowled 
at it, and at last posted a law preventing the Protestant 
boy* drflSfcing up the figure on th first of July, and walking 
round it That was th< death-blow of the Orange party, 
your hsoost' h« v never recovered it, but began to despond io 
and dwindle, and I with them , for there was scarcely any 
demand for Orange tunes 1 hen Dan O’Connell arose with 
h maaci) tion and repale cries, and then instead of 
Orange processions and walkings, there were Papist 
processions and mobs, which made me afraid to stir out. 


l ,l i knowing me for an Orange fiddler, they should break 
• * head, as the lx>ys broke my log at Donnybrook fair. 

At length som of the repa)< i> .md emancipators knowing 
that I was a first-rate* hand it fiddling came to me, and tould 
me, that if I would give over playing Croppies Lie Down 20 
and other Orange tur and would play Croppies Get Up, 
and what not, and become a Catholic and a repaler, and an 


emancipator, they would make a n an of me—so as my 
Orange trade was gone, and I was half-starved, I consinted, 
not, however, tfi they had introduced me to Daniel O'Con- 

II. who < -ill* >1 ni< .1 < !<-rhl to tny (< * u r 1 1 1 \ , md lie IrrJi 

Horpheus, and promised me a sovereign if I would consint 


• join the cause, as h< ■ ailed it. Well, your banner, 1 


and 


•atholic once more, and went .it the head of processions, 30 


ribbons 


1 p Granny Whale, and the like. But, your hanner, though 
I went the whole hog with the repalers and emancipators. 


they 



Sc ant 



they in the mate and drink. 


s »79\3« 


O 
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and yet more sparing in the money, and Daniel O'Connell 
never gave me the sovereign which he promised me. No 
your hanner, though I played Croppies Get Up, tin my 
fingers ached, as I stumped before him and his mobs and 


sovereign 


hanner who gave me the shilling ye promised me for playing 
Croppies Lie Down, Daniel O'Connell never gave me the 
sovereign he promised me for playing Croppies Get Up. 
Och, your hanner, I often wished the ould Orange days 
io were back again. However, as I could do no better I 


with 


repalers and Dan 0 Connell * I went the whole animal with 
them till they had got emancipation ; and I went the whole 
animal with them till they had nearly got repale—when all 


drop—Dan 


his 


party having frighted the Government out of its seven 
senses, and gotten all they thought they could get, in money 
and places, which was all they wanted, let the whole 
hullabaloo drop, and of course myself, who formed part 
20 of it. I went to those who had persuaded me to give up my 
Orange tunes, and to play Papist ones, begging them to 
give me work; but they tould me very civilly that they 
had no farther occasion for my services. I went to Daniel 


U Connell reminding him of the sovereign he had promised 
me, and offering if he gave it me to play Croppies Get Up 
under the nose of the lord-lieutenant himself; but he tould 
me that he had not time to attend to me, and when I 
persisted, bade me to go to the Divil and shake myself. 
Well, your hanner, seeing no prospect for myself in my own 
30 country, and having incurred some little debts, for which 
I feared to be arrested, I came over to England and Wales, 
where with little content and satisfaction I have passed 


seven years/ 

* Well,' said I; * thank you for your history—farewell/ 

* Stap, your hanner; does your hanner think that the 
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i • • will ever be out f the kennel, and that the Orange 
boys will ever walk round t h* brass man and horse in 
« ollege Green as they did of ould ? ’ 

' Who knows ? ’ said I. * But suppose all that were to 
happen, what would it signif\ t vou ? ’ 

Why then Divil be in my patten if I would not go back 
t« Donnybrook and Dublin, hoist the Orange cockade, and 
become as good an Orange boy as ever.' 

' What , * said I,' and give up Popery for t he second time ? 9 
9 1 would, your hanner ; and why not ? for in spite of io 
what I ha vo heard Father Toban say, I am by no means 
certain that all Protestants will be damned.’ 


BgVarewell,’ said I. * * : • & 

1 irewell, your hanner, and long life and prosperity to 
y&\ God bless your hanner and your Orange face. Ah, 
t he Orange boys are t he boys for keeping faith. They never 
served me as Dan O’Connell and his dirty gang of repalers 
and emancipators did. Farewell, your hanner, once more ; 
•ad hero $ another scratch of the infant tune your hanner 
is so fond of, if* chef r up your hanner's ears upon your way.’ 20 
And long after I had left him I could hear him playing on 
hiv fiddle in first-rate style the beautiful tune of * Down, 
down, Croppies Lie Down.' (Wild Wales, ch. xxv.) 
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gambolling now before now beside the horses, whilst a colt 

of some sixteen months followed more leisurely behind 

When the caravan was about ten yards distant I stopped 

and raising my left hand with the little finger pointed aloft 
I exclaimed: 

' Shoon, Kaulomengro, shoon ! In Dibbel's nav where 
may tu be jawing to ? ’ 

Stopping his caravan with considerable difficulty the 
small black man glared at me for a moment like a wild cat, 
io and then said in a voice partly snappish, partly kind: 

Savo shan tu ? Are you one of the Ingrines ? ’ 

* I am the chap what certain folks calls the Romany Rye.’ 

‘ Well, I'll be jiggered if I wasn’t thinking so and if I 

wasn’t penning so to my juwa as we were welling down the 
chong. ’ 

' It is a long time since we last met. Captain Bosvile, 
for I suppose I may call you Captain now. 

Yes ! the old man has been dead and buried this many 
a year, and his sticks and titles are now mine. Poor soul, 
20 I hope he is happy; indeed, I know he is, for he lies in 
Cockleshell churchyard, the place he was always so fond of, 
and has his Sunday waistcoat on him with the fine gold 
buttons, which he was always so proud of. Ah, you may 

well call it a long time since we met—why, it can’t be less 
than thirty year.' 

* Something about that—you were a boy then of about 
fifteen.’ 


* So was I, and you a tall young slip of about twenty; 
well, how did you come to jin mande ? ' 

3 ° * Why, I knew you by your fighting mug—there an't 

such another mug in England.' 

4 No more there an’t—my old father always used to say 
it was of no use hitting it for it always broke his knuckles. 
Well, it was kind of you to jin mande after so many years. 
The last timerJ think I saw you was near Brummagem when 
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you were travelling about with Jasper Petulengro and— 
1 say, what 's becom< of tin voung woman you used to keep 

IHpMnrwith im *ii"!ii* ! ’ J | sjs f\ I: m 'w 


' ll don't know.* fc l \ p* 5 4 1 S-sjji % ^ • f j t ] 

’ You don't W ell, she was a fine young woman and 
a vartuons. I rem< mber her knocking down and giving 
a Wa« k ey< to my old mother, who was wonderfully deep in 

ny, lor making a bit of a gillie about you and she. 
What was the song ? D>rd, how my memory fails me ! 


Oh. here it is : 


Ando 1*< rkho Rye can6 
Oteh piv6 teh khav6.— 

Tu lerasque ando berkho piranec 
Teh « orb.iicha por pico.’ 



Have you teen Jasper Petulengro lately ? ’ said I. 

N < $, 1 have seen him, but it was at a very considerable 
• lM.moe. Jasper l'< tulengro doesn't come near the likes 
of we now. Lord ! you can't think what grand folks he and 
*' 1 ' t ‘» ve become of lat<- years, and all along of a trum- 
pety lil which somebody has written about them. Why, 20 
In \ are hand and gh>v< with the Queen and Prince, and 
folks say that his wife is going to be* made dame of honour, 
and Jasper Justice of the Peace and Deputy Ranger of 
Windsor Park.' (Wild Wales, ch. xcviii.) 
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P AD ON THE BIBLE IN SPAIN 

us is an extract from a review in The Edinburgh Review 
for I ebruarv 1843, by Rn hard Ford (1796-1858), author of 
the Handbook for iravellers in Spain. 

14 * 1 . 10. Colonel Napier : Edward Dclaval Hunger- 
ford Kiel* (tM J*o), Stepson of Ad mini] Sir ( harhs Napier, 
whose name he took in addition to Ins own. Hit Excursions 
along the M p nf the Medilerranran appeared in 1842. This 
•Ktract it given in full, as Napier wrote it ; Ford shortened 
and misquoted it. 'd ' ; i ■■ 1 \\v .-dp . ; 

. 16. patio : inner court (Spanish). 

1 20. semara : sheepskin ja< ket with the wool outside 

(Spanish).; 1* In 3 4 , 2 FT 

Pao* 15 , I 8 fonda : inn (Spanish). 

I. 21. mozo : waiter (Spanish). 

Pao 1 16 , I 14 loco : mad (Spanish). 

1 16. Cypress and ivy, &c. ; from Hyron, Childe Harold's 

Pilgrimage, IV, evii. f g?S ? : v d ; ft " : j ■ 3 (i ^ f ' 

1 a .1 17,1 10 / ija sash (Spanish). 

Page 18, 1 12 Melmoih : the pirn ing-eyed hero of a once- 
*kn ' 'I of terror, Melmoih ihc Wanderer (1820) bv 

C. K Maturm T |?T : ’ ^ Tlf ***■ 

1 16. Lori Carnarvon , the third Earl (1800-49), who 

pubBMbtd Portugal and Gal tin 1830. 

I m Romans b\ Alain-Kern' I .< saga (1668 1747), treating 
•I the career of Gil Bias, a Spanish adventurer. The first two 
volumes appeared in 1715. the third in 1724. the fourth in 1735. 


I KSLIE STEPHEN ON BORROW 

This is the laiter portion of an essay on « ountry Books, first 

P”/™: l P 1 ^ 1 ° ( °*nhill Magazine (December 1880) and re- 
pu uished in Vol. Ill of Hours in a library (Murray). 


Page 19, 1. 25 


Left-handed blow r it was a right-handed 


GEORGE SAINTSBURY ON BORROW 

.J h,s ***** appeared in Macmillan's Magazine, January 1886 

n 2 j?*V eP Afc!S‘«! j" J ® 9 ° in Essays in English Literature 
7 Jobo. A few snort omissions have been made. 
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NOTES 


Page 27 , 1 . 29. Maiwand. British troops were defeated in 
the second Afghan war at Maiwand (27 July, 1880). 

Page 28 , 1 . 2. Ecclesiastical Titles Bill : an Act passed in 
1851 prohibiting the institution of Roman Catholic bishops in 
England. It was caused by Pope Pius IX's division of 
England into dioceses and appointment of bishops thereto in 
1850, but was never acted upon and was repealed in 1871, 
when the excitement due to the so-called ‘ Papal aggression ’ 
had died down. 

Page 28 , 1 . 16. The celebrated query:/What is timel ’ 
A question put by a 4 philosophical Professor ’ at the end of 
a long conversation on Life and Man. 

. . . “ Time is the Life of the Soul. If not this, then tell me, 
what is Time ? ” 

The high and animated tone of voice in which the Professor 
uttered these words aroused the Baron from his sleep, and 
. . . he innocently exclaimed, " I should think it must be near 
midnight 1 ” ’ Longfellow’s Hyperion was published in 1839. 

Page 29 , 1 . 20. Eldonian : i. e. stoutly Tory. John Scott, 
first Earl of Eldon (1751-1838), has been called the last of the 
genuine Tories. 

Page 35 , 1 . 6. Taylor of Norwich : William Taylor (1765- 
1836), translator of German poems and plays and voluminous 
writer for the reviews. Borrow learned German from him. 
He is the ‘ student of German ’ referred to in 11 . 20-2. 

Page 41 , 1 . 13. fence : a receiver of stolen goods. 

1 . 22. Life and Adventures of Joseph Sell : never traced 
under this title. 

Page 43 , II. 6-9. Borrow seems to have intended to com¬ 
plete his ‘ Autobiography ’ in three volumes, but finding that 
he had too much material stopped abruptly and published 
what he had written as Lavengro. The ill-success of Lavengro 
delayed the publication of the sequel, The Romany Rye, for 
nearly six years, during which Borrow continued writing it 
by fits and starts as he had written Lavengro. 

Page 45 , 1 . 30. black strap : a mixture of rum and treacle. 

Page 46 , 1 . 11. kenfigenous: should be ‘ cenfigenus 
Welsh for envious, spiteful. See p. 199, 1. 6. 

1 . 15. Pridydd : bard. 

Page 51 , 1 . 24. An excellent Life by the late Herbert Jenkins 
was published in 1912 (London, John Murray). 

1 . 30. Johnny Dods of Farthing’s Acre : see Scott’s Heart of 
Midlothian , ch. 18 near the end. 
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SELECTIONS 


Psofl 54. Lines to > » /"•/ liner: first published in 

Romantic Ballad see p Kl). They give BoROVl view of his 
wn character and appearance, but the incidents described 
mast not be understood too literally. ‘ He creates a sort of 
hero in his own image, and it should be read as an introduction 
and invocation Lavengro and The Romany Rye ’ (E. Thomas). 

I iu The Hoff. Bon w’s note runs as follows : ' Between 
the island^ f I erroe the Sea exhibits a phenomenon, called in 
the dialect of the Islanders, the Bolt. Whilst the salt stream 
nins strong and gl.. tsy through its narrow channel, it is 
suddenly deformed by sSSSru Riu (ssivc breakers, huge and 
fosnn which occur without any apparent cause, and infallibly 
overwhelm any boat which may < hancc to be in the way of 
their fury.’ , ^ 

I 2 ' 1 ’ • the an< ton! northern god «>f music and po o try 

Aomss). / • ; 


Paoi 55, I t J.lvio shades. In the same book, Romantic 
i • • fioni which this ]>of ui is taken. Borrow has a Irate la 
’ m of ballad bv Oehlenscldaeger (1779-1850) called Elvir 
Shod/' wh»t< two maidens promise all kinds of riches to the 
hero if he will give himaelf up to the ‘ Elfin race * for ever. 

I 5 Daort 1 According to another translation 'from the 
old Danish ’, in tie same volume, the Dovrefeld (' the highest 
n untain in Norway, and in Europe ’— Borrow ’s note) was 
* fr* *^* 1 ' ^ gathering of twelve knights, magicians and 

HUtfc' rv of Queen Ingr borg 

I 2 b Cairn <■ arm : a mountain in lie Scottish Highlands 
(Borrow). 


1 a«.i 56 , 1 2. Pett on the coast of Sussex, E. of Hastings. 
I 15 my brother : John Thomas, born in 1800 ; soldier, 
art student under Old < rome and Haydon, mining agent from 
1826 at Mexico where le de d in 1834 

I 29 Norman Cros in Huntingdonshire, where was a 
argr 1 *>n for I renrh prisoners of war, erected in 1796. The 

incident described here took place in 1810. 

1 lflftf||L jo Bangui : devil. 

. * A(,T 1 25. gorgeous : foreign, i. c. non-gipsy ; adjective 

* I 11 K Ag K A ^ A')* j I | | 

1 M. tiny towny : not Komany ; but tamo means ' small * 

or young \ 0- ’OEojPj > SS I T| T[ To % |j7§ \ k|c.|VjE j 


Page 64 , L 25. sap : snakf 


ached rhymer 
took 2. L 1 ai 


I >r »p' 1 he quotation is 
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NOTES 


1 . 6. gasoons: youths, boys; generally spelt ' gossoons’ 
(Anglo-Irish corruption of gar£on). 

I . 29. Shorsha : George. 

1 

Page 68, 1 . 19. saggart: priest (Irish). 

Page 70 , 1 . 12. Hanam mon Dioul : Preserve my soul from 
the devil. Like most of Borrow’s phrases from Irish, Gipsy, 
Welsh, and other foreign tongues, it is incorrectly spelt. 

Page 72 , 1 . 17. chal: lad. 

II. 28, 29. chies, with their cukkerin and dukkerin: girls, 
with their cuckooing (a made-up word) and fortune-telling. 

Page 73 , 1 .14- the Earl's Home: Earlham Hall, near Norwich, 
the home of Joseph John Gurney (1788-1847), the well-known 
banker and Quaker. He was twenty-eight years old at this 
time. 


Page 75 . Marshland Shales 3 a famous trotting stallion 
(1802—35). He was actually exhibited at Tombland Fair, 
Norwich, on 12 April, 1827, though Borrow antedates the 
incident by nine years, placing it in 1818. 

Page 76 . Jasper : his real name was Ambrose. Petulengro 
is the gipsy equivalent of Smith, from Petul, a horseshoe, and 
engro, a ' masculine affix used in the formation of figurative 
names \ 


Page 77 , 1 . 19. Chachipen, Pal : truth, brother. 
1 . 26. Anan : eh. 


1. 32. lil-reader : reader of books. 

Page 78 , 1 . 3. chong : hill. 

1. 7. chiving wafodo dloovu : passing bad money. 

1 . 11. krallis : king. 

Page 79 , 1 . 3* Avali : yes. 

1. 25. chabo ; child. 

1. 27. gav, penning dukkerin : village, telling fortunes. 
Page 80 , 1 . 9. jawing : going. 

Page 81 , 1 . 18. rom : husband. 

1. 20. rye : gentleman. 

1. 32. gillie : song. 

, Page 82 , 11 . 30, 31 translated in the next line and a half. 


Page 83 , 1 . 23. Dosta : enough. 

1 . 31. answering the bell. Borrow was at this time (1819-24) 
an articled clerk to a firm of solicitors in. Norwich. 

Page 85 , 1 . 5. the book : an old volume of Danish ballads, 
many of which Borrow translated. 

Page 86, 1 . 35. Antinomian : a sect who held that the moral 
law is not binding upon Christians, under the ‘ law of grace . 



N OTHS 


-IQ 



PaM 87. Thurtell born in i hannd Cm Du jwurdtf ol 
William Weare, a solicitor, in 1824. Thurtell was a well- 
kaown sporting man, a patron of prize-fighters. The murder, 
trial, and execut >n laid a powerful hold on people’s imagina¬ 
tion, and Thurtell became almost a popular hero. 

Pack 9 §, L SO. I I cannot trace this passage. 

1 28 Rambams: Rabbi Moses benMaimon (RaMBaM; usually 
Maimonides) : Talmudist, philosopher, astronomer, and 
ian, born at Cordova 1135, died at Cairo 1204. 

I.30 Mendoza I>am<) (1764-1836), prize-fighter. Kean. 
Edmund (1787-1833), actor, ; * 

I Of it her /antes 11781-1811), prize-fighter, ‘as well- 
known to hi* own generation as Pitt or Wellington 
I <(4 1 old town : North Walsham. The * grand tight ' 
her*described was foi ht on 17 July, 1820, belween lulm and 

Haunt 1 Norwich and Thomas Oliver of London, 

I a<.» 90 . I 8 ( tthb : him (1781 1848), c hampion prize- 

1 l.nnand for many yean. 1 lie young< 1 Belcher was 
Tom ( 1 ^3 1854) c alled i n c.r by Borrow because* 

[ S t Sr 1,,e ‘»f the more faiu.Mis hero Ajax. 

• n the a 1 r pugilists Mentioned by Borrow the most famous 

nTorn of Bedford (1795-1851) whose real name was Winter 
but ubo t ught under the name ( f Spring. ‘ Bristol’s Bull ’ 
was Neat, and ' Ireland’s ■ hampion ’ Langen. 'The ‘ public ’ 

‘Sfrf* 11, ,awr " I loibom, which Winter took over from 

Tom r r in 1828 




i* *. 2 9 Broughton : John (1705-89). Slack and 
wn B ryan, champion* of England, w* i< pugilists of an earlier 

1 ■; i t,on - Sorrow’s lather once iought a drawn battle with 
Big *en Bryan in Hyde Park lor an hour. 

Page 93 ,1. 8. the second fight : between Sampson of Birming¬ 
ham and Martin th< Laker 

J >A ' 1 7 a town : probably Happisburgh. 

1 10 i' good old citv : Norwich. 

Paoi 98, 1. 22. Mary i iunders : Mnil Flanders, by Defoe. 

Paoi 99, 1. 31. trap : Bow Street runner, detective. 

Page 100 ; 1. 2, .. w 

^ddeatem 1 ** the ^ trait °* Messina; hence, figuratively, 

Newgate Lives and Trials : see Chronological 

« te under the year 1825. h 

J'X'JK Byron's Funeral. Byron .lied at Missolonghi on 

,824 e and his was conveyed from a house in 

!~ * Hucknall Torkar d y ... Nottinghamshire 


/• F ata Morgana : a kind of mirage, most 
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NOTES 


Page 106, 1 . 
Hudibras, 

1 . 13. Otway : 
Venice Preserved. 



11. Butler 1 Samuel (1612—80), author 
Thomas (1652-85), dramatist, author of 


.-.i 

x 


..f 


•v. 


4 - 


Page 107, 1 . 24 . that ode. Borrow probably refers to the 
Ode to Napoleon Buonaparte (Oxford Byron, p. 72 ) 

Page 117,1. 8 . Shoon : listen. 

1. 9 . Avella : comes. 

Page 121,1. 2 . Oilien nan Naomha : island of the saints. 

Page 125,1. 10 . Abecedariums: books containing the alpha¬ 
bet, primers. r 

Page 125,1. 11 . Jack Smith. Probably The History of Little 
Jack , 1790, by Thomas Day, author of Sandford and Merton. 
Thomas Day does not give Jack a surname, but he makes him 
a blacksmith, which perhaps suggested the surname to Borrow. 

Page 126, 1. 4 . Flaming Tinman : his name was Anselo 
Herne. 


Page 126 , 1. 20. Burra-panee : the sea; apparently con¬ 
structed from ‘ burra' (bara), great, and ' panee' (pan!), water. 
See p. 15,1. 14. 

Page 129 , 1. 21. Ingeborg : see p. 217, note, on p. 55, 1 . 5. 

lb 33 * 34 * As I was going to the village one day I met on 
the road my Gipsy girl. 

Page 131 , 1 . 13. morts : women ; a cant-word, not Romany. 

1 . 23. mumping : vagabond ; cp. Mumper’s Dingle. 

Page 132 , 1 . 11. apopli : again. 

Page 135 , 1 . 4. mard : husband. 

1. 30. gulleys : knives. 

Page 137 , 1 . 17. mullo : ghost. 

1. 21. mailla : donkey. 

Page 143 . The Letter : the sentiments may have been 
Isopel’s, the language is certainly Borrow's. 

1 . 10. Mumper's Dingle : near Willenhall in Staffordshire. 

Page 145 , 1 . 15. Jloriness : floweriness. 

Page 146 . The Bible in Spain. Borrow began writing The 
Bible in Spain in May 1840 from the letters which he had 
written to the Bible Society while on his missionary journeys. 
Hayim Ben Attar (1. 24) was a young Moorish Jew whom he 
had employed in Spain distributing Testaments. Sidi Habis- 
milk ( 1 . 32) was his Arabian horse, also brought from Spain. 
The ‘ lonely dwelling ’ (1. 22) was his cottage at Oulton in 
Suffolk. 


notes 


221 


Pagc 149 , I. zh, carrascal : prove of evergreen oaks. 

Page 150 , I 4 Busnt : Gentile*. 

’ I. to. Colorf : gipsies/PlF g? 51 V : 

1 2<* aguardiente: braadv, literally ' stiong water \ 

Page 151 , I. 12. gras : horse. 

r L tb.'macho: mule. vh S'*;i IIII !' 

1. 26. hurra : she-ass. 1! rj j •• ■.•* |$^'?]* 4 5'^ hi* Sj-jj 

Pa 01 152, L 18 . ticken : licking, made of linen. 

Pag 11 154 , I. it. Aharhenel was a Jew. 

Mendtzabai Juan Alvarez y Mcndizabal (1790—1853), at 
th me (1836) Prime Minister of Spain ; a Christianized 

|f w.r * 1 V -Q •*. : ■ • TTT 


1‘a 1 156,1 2. manolo : a Madrid slang term, a ' flash 'man. 

I. ip. Medina Celi : 1 he name of one of the oldest Spanish 

dukedoms >/ ' 

1’A t 158 , I. 12. cuart: farthing (Spanish). 1. 17, heller: 

HHHh (German). 

Pag* 166 . 1. 8 . schatz ; treasure. 


P*''® 160 , 1 . 12. Queen Regent ( krishna : fourth wife of 

1 * rdinand VII, who mamed her in 1829. On his death in 

*833 Christina had to defend the ii/hts of her daughter, 

Isab la. against the repeated atta< i <<\ 1 oidinand’s brother 
Don Carlos • '"vag 

1 15* the t, 1 st Bourhnn : Philip V (succeeded 1700) 

1 19 constitution of 1823 : the constitution of Cadiz, first 
signed in 1812. repudiated by Ferdinand VII on his return to 
•pain in 1814 after the defeat of the French, sworn to again 
in 1:820, and again repudiated in 1823 

1. 2 r * moderados : moderates ; the name assumed by the 
•ore extrema members of C hristina's party. 

Page 161 , 1 . 4. cortejo : lover. 

Pagi 162,1 9. Quesada : commander of the city of Madrid ■ 
a very stupid individual, but a great fighter ' (Bbrrow) * 

Page 166 , 1 20. Istun/z, Galiano, Duke of Rivas : heads of 
• coalition ministry which succeeded Mendizabal in May 1826. 

1 he revolution of the Granja ' took place in August 1836. 

*• 29 pa nano : countryman. 


Page 167 , L 17. < ;>anuelo : the handkerchief. 

1. 27. funewn festivity ; here, a bull-fight. 

Page 168 , L 1. pajandi : guitar, copla : couplet. 

, 1* n <>che , Ac. : one night I was with them. 

EvJL.T” °{! <,eg0 , ■- th , e S P amsh Maneilla.se, composed by 

reedln Val ,^' KUe u'n honour of D "n Rafael del Riego, 
g®d in 1823 tor rebellion against Ferdinand VII. 

Hasla despues : until afterwards, * au revoir 


NOTES 


Page 170, 1. 31 . Arapiles: about four miles from Sala¬ 
manca, where Wellington defeated the French on 22 July, 1812. 
General Craufurd, a brilliant commander of light troops in the 
Peninsular War, was killed at the siege of Ciudad Rodrigo in 

January 1812, six months before the battle of Arapiles or 
Salamanca. 

Page 172. Luigi Piozzi: see p. 201 (where Borrow rails 

him Pozzi). 

1. 12. posada : inn. 

1 . 24. N****** : Norwich. 

Page 173,1. 23. auslandra : roam about. 

Page 174,1. 7 . broa : a coarse kind of bread. 

1 . 22. Icolmkill: Iona, one of the Hebrides. 

Page 175, 1. 17 . choza : hut, small house. 

Page 179,1. 6. Carracho ! &c. : By God ! I am going too. 

1. 21. alcalde : magistrate. 

Page 181, 1. 26. bribon : rascal, faccioso : factious, i. e. in 
this connexion, a Carlist. 

Page 182,1. 4. Dispardte / Nonsense ! 

Page 186,1. 7 . mi pulida : my charmer. 

1. 25. mozo : youth, 

1. 26. Vaya ! Come ! 

1 . 33. negros: nickname given by the Carlists to the 
followers of Christina. 

Page 187 , 1 . 34. Bentham : Jeremy (1748-1832), reformer 
and utilitarian philosopher; in both of which characters he 
would have been very distasteful to Borrow. 

Page 192,1. 5 . alguazils : constables. 

Page 193, 1. 18. Autos da fe : executions of persons con¬ 
demned by the Inquisition. 

1 . 20. last of the Austrian line : Charles II (1665-1700). 

1 . 24. No hay mas ? Are there no more ? 

1. 33. Batuschca : little father. 

Page 194,1. 29 . alcayde : governor. 

Page 195 , 1 . 24. Bassompierre: (1579-1646) Marshal of 
France, himself imprisoned in the Bastile by Richelieu for 
eleven years. 

Page 196,1. 15 . tarde : afternoon. 

1. 17. llavero : turnkey. 

1 . 20. Maria Diaz : Borrow’s landlady in Madrid. 

Page 199,1. 6 . cenfigenus: see p. 216 , note on p. 46 ,1. ii* 


* 



NOTES 



Page 200 , 1 . 2 Rhys Goch : a celebrated Welsh bard, 
E partisan of ( >wen Glendower. 

I'aoc 202, I. 5. e con ragtone : and with reason. 

L 15 Henrietta : Borrow’s step-daughter, Henrietta Clarke. 

PaOB 204 , 1. 21. FUicaia : (1642-1707), Italian lyrical poet. 

1 age 106 , 1 6. Croppies Lie Down : a popular Orange song of 
tbs end of the eighteenth century, attacking the Irish rebels 
< •! 1 798 who wore thei r hair cut very short as a sign of sympathy 
wi’ i the French Revolution 


Pa«.i 209,1 i- O’Connell: Daniel (1775-1847). Catholic 
Eaiancp to was passed b i’eel in 1829. O’Connell founded 
tfee Repeal Association in 1I4O, but had been agitating for the 

of Hi' legislatives onion between 1 iigland and Ire lord 
for many years previous)\ The whole of this account is 
of QDffM coloured by I Sorrow’s hatred of Homan Catholicism, 
And must not Ik- tak« n as a Serious cont n InitiOQ to history. 


I^GE 212 , I 6 Shoon, Ac. : Listen, blacksmith, listen ! 
God’s name u here may you be going to ? 

I. 11, Smoo than tu T Who are you ? Jngrines : English, 
ft. 14. juwa : woman. j ip 5 [{ f]|l TST d |S 

I. 29. tin mande : know me. 


In 


Pa 213 , II. 11—14. Ando herkho, &c 

This is not 1 nghsh but Hungarian Romany. Literally 

' -inflated it ? urn 

In the mountain the gentleman shot, 

Tbere he drank and ate. fW f F- “ r 1 . If 

Thou [ u a sweet heart for the gentleman in the mountain. 
And (carried] a basket ( ,n [thy] shoulder.’ 

J owe this translation to Mr. John Sampson. 
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Milton , More, Spenser•, Wordsworth. Volumes on Chaucer, Fuller, 
and Burns are in the press. 


Shakespeare's Plays } edited with introduction and 

notes, by G. S. Gordon. Crown 8vo. Cloth, as. each. 

As You Like It, Coriolanus , Hamlet, Julius Caesar, Macbeth, 
A Midsummer Night’s Dream, Richard II, The Tempest, Twelfth - 
Night. 


Shakespeare's Plays, edited with introduction arid 

notes by W. G. Clark and W. Aldis Wright. Fcap 8vo. Stiff 
paper covers, as. 6d. each, except The Merchant of Venice, as. 

As You Like It, Coriolanus, Hamlet, Henry IV Part I, Henry V, 
Henry VIII, Julius Caesar, Ktng John, King Lear, Macbeth, The 
Merchant of Venice, A Midsummer Night’s Dream, Much Ado About 
Nothing, Richard II, Richard III, The Tempest, Twelfth-Night . 



Lists of the above Series may be had on application to the 

OXFORD UNIVERSITY PRESS 

Amen House, London, E.C. 4 
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